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WILSON’S 

TALES OF THE BORDERS, 

AND OF SCOTLAND. 


TUE CRIPPLE; OR, EBENEZER THE DISOWNED. 

It is proverbial to say, with reference to particular consti- 
tutions or habits of body, that May is a trying month, and 
we have known what it is to experience its trials in the 
sense signified. With our grandmothers too, yea, and Avith 
our grandfathers also. May was held to be an unlucky 
month. Nevertheless, it is a lovely, it is a beautiful month, 
and the forerunner of the most healthy of the twelve. It 
is like a timid maiden blushing into womanhood, wooing 
and yet shrinking from the admiration which 4lier beauty 
compels. The buds, the blossoms, the young leaves, the 
tender flowers, the glittering deAv-drops, and the song of 
birds, burst from the grasp of winter as if the God of na- 
ture Avhispercd in the sunbeams— “ Let there be life !” But 
it is in the morning only, and before the business of the 
Avorld summons us to its mechanical and artificial realities, 
that the beauties of May can be felt in all their freshness. 
We read of the glories of Eden, and that the earth Avas 
cursed because of man’s transgression; yet, Avhen we look 
abroad upon the glowing landscape, above us, and around 
us, and behold the pure heavens like a sea of music floating 
over us, and hear the earth answer it back in varied melody, 
while momitain, wood, and dale, seem dreaming in the 
sound, and stealing into loveliness, we almost wonder that 

a bad man should exist in the midst of a Avorld that is still 
VOL. IX. 145 
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SO beautiful, and where every object around him is a repre- 
sentative of the wisdom, the goodness, the mercy, the purity, 
and the omnipotence of his Creator. There is a language in 
the very wild-flowers among our feet that breathes a lesson 
of virtue. We can appreciate the feeling with which the 
poet beheld 

“ The la&t rose of summer left blooming alone;’* 
but in the firstlings of the spring, the primrose, the lily, 
and their early train, there is an appeal that passes beyond 
our senses. They are like the lispings and the smiles of in- 
fancy — lowly preachers, emblems of our own immortality, 
and we love them like living things. They speak to us of 
childhood and the scenes of youth, and memory dwells in 
their very fragrance. Yes, May is a beautiful month — it is 
a month of fair sights and of sweet sounds. To it belongs 
the lowly primrose blushing by the brae-side in congregated 
beauty, with here and there a cowslip bending over them 
like a lover among the flowers; the lily hanging its head 
by the brook that reflects its image, like a bride at the altar, 
as if conscious of its own loveliness; the hardy daisy on the 
green sward, like a proud man struggling in penury with 
the storms of fate. Kow, too, the blossoms on a thousand 
trees unfold their rainbow hues; the tender leaves seem in- 
stinct with life, and expand to the sunbeams; and the 
bright fields, like an emerald sea, wave their first undula- 
tions to the breeze. The lark pours down a flood of melody 
on the nest of its mate, and the linnet trills a lay of love to 
its partner from the yellov/ furze. The chaffinch chants 
in the hedge its sv/eet but unvaried line of music; the thrush 
hymns his bold roundelay; and the blackbhd swells the 
chorus; while the bird of spring sends its voice from the 
glens, like a wandering echo lost between love and sadness; 
and the swallow, newly returned from warmer climes or its 
winter sleei). 

Twitters from the straw-Laiit shed.” 
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The insect tribe leap into being, countless in numbers and 
matchless in livery, and their low hum swims like the em- 
])odiment of a dream in the air. The ]\Iay-fly invites the 
angler to the river, while the minnow gambols in the brook; 
the young salmon sports and sparkles in the stream, and the 
grey trout glides slowly beneath the shadow of a rock in the 
deep pool. To enjoy for a single hour in a May morning 
the luxuries which nature spreads around — to wander in its 
fields and in its woods — to feel ourselves a part of God’s 
glad creation— to fed the go wan under our feet, and health 
circulating through our veins with the refreshing breeze, is 
a recipe worth all in the Materia Medica. 

Now, it was before sunrise on such a morning in May as 
I have described, that a traveller left the Black Bull in 
Wooler, and proceeded to the Cheviots. He took his route 
by way of Earle and Langleeford; and, at the latter place, 
leaving the long and beautiful glen, began to ascend the 
mountain. On the cairn, which is perhaps about five hun- 
dred yards from what is called the extreme summit of the 
mountain, he met an old and intelligent shepherd, from 
whom he heard many tales, the legends of the mountains— 
and amongst others, the following story: — 

N ear the banks of one of the romantic streams which take 
their rise among the Cheviots, stood a small and pleasant, 
and what might be termed respectable or genteel-looking 
building. It stood like the home of solitude, excluded by 
mountains from the world. Beneath it, the rivulet wan- 
dered over its rugged bed; to the east rose Cheviot, the 
giant of the hills; to the west, lesser mountains reared their 
fantastic forms, thinly studded here and there with dwarf 
alders, which the birds of heaven had planted, and their 
propny had nestled in their branches; to the north and the 
south stretched a long and secluded glen, where beauty 
blushed in the arms of wildness — and thick woods, where 
the young fir and the oak of the ancient forest gi’ew together, 
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flourished beneath the shelter of the hills. Fertility also 
smiled by the sides of the rivulet, though the rising and 
retting sun threw the shadows of barrenness over it. Around 
the cottage stood a clump of solitary firs, and behind it an 
enclosure of alders, twisted together, sheltered a garden 
from the storms that swept doira the lulls. 

Now, many years ago, a stranger woman, who brought 
with her a female domestic and a male infant, became t lo 
oeeiipant of this house among the hills. She lived more 
luxuriously than the sheep-farmers in the neighbourhood, 
and her accent was not that of the Coidcis. She was c 
tween forty and fifty years of age, and her stature and 
Btrcmdli were beyond the ordinary stature and strength ot 
women. Her manners were repulsive, and her bearing 
haimhty; but it seemed the haughtiness of a weak and un- 
educated mind. Her few neighbours, simple though tiey 
were, and little as they saw or knew of the world, its in- 
habitants and its manners, perceived that the strariger w lo 
liad come amongst them had not been habituated to the 
afauoneo or easy circumstances with which she was then 
surrounded. The child also was hard-favoured, and of a 
disagreeable countenance; his back was strangely deformed; 
his feet were distorted, and his limbs of unequal lengtli. 
No one could look upon the cliild without a feeling of com- 
passion, save the woman who was his mother, his nurse, or 
his keeper (for none knew in what relation she stood to 
him), and she treated him as a persecutor, who hated his 
sight, and was weary of his existence. 

She gave her name as Mrs Baird; and, as the child grew 
up, she generally in derision called him ‘kA’so/i, or, in ha- 
tred, “the little monster!” but the woman-servant called 
him' Ebenezer, though she treated him with a degree of 
liarshness only less brutal than she whom he bepn to call 
mother. We shall, therefore, in his history mention him by 
the name of Ebenezer Baird. As he gi'cw in years, the dis- 
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agreeable expression of his countenance became stronger, 
his deformity and lameness increased, and the treatment 
he had experienced added to both. 

When nine years of age, he was sent to a boarding-school 
about twelve miles distant. Here a new series of persecu- 
tions awaited him. Until the day of his entering the school, 
he was almost ignorant that there was an alphabet. He 
knew not a letter. He had seen one or two books, but he 
knew not their use: he had never seen any one look upon 
them; he regarded them merely as he did a picture — a piece 
of useless furniture, or a plaything. Lame as he was, he 
had climbed the steep and the dripping precipice for the 
eggs of the water-ouzel, sought among the crags for the 
young of the gorgeous kingfisher, or climbed the tallest trees 
in quest of the crested wrens, which chirped and fluttered 
in invisible swarms among the branches.* The birds were 
to him companions; he wished to rear their young, that they 
might love him, for there was a lack of something in his 
heart — he knew not what it was — but it was the void of 
being beloved, of being regarded. It is said that nature 
abhors a vacuum, and so did the heart of Ebenezer. Ho 
knew not what name to give it, but he longed for something 
that would show a liking for him, and to which he could 
sliow a liking in retuim. The heart is wicked, but it is not 
unsocial — its affections wither in solitariness. When he 
strolled forth on these rambles about the glen, having asked 
the permission of his mother or keeper (call her what you 
will) before he went, ^‘Go, imp! -^sop!” she was wont to 
exclaim, “and I shall pray that you may break your neck 

* The water-ouzel, the Idngfisher, and the crested wren, abound in 
the vicinity of the Cheviots, though the latter beautiful little creature 
is generally considered as quite a vara avis; and last year one being 
shot about Cumberland, the circumstance went the round of the news- 
paijcrs I But the bird is not rare, it is only difi5.cult to bo seen, and 
generally flutters among the leaves and near the top branches. 
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before you return.” There were no farmers’ or shepherds’ 
chilcb’cn witliin several miles: ho had seen some of them, 
and when they had seen him, they had laughed at his de- 
formity— they had imitated his lameness, and contorted 
their countenances into a caricatured resemblance of his. 
Such were poor Ebenezers acquirements, and such his ac- 
quaintance with human nature, when he entered the board- 
ing-school. A primer was put into his hanos. “ V»liat must 
I do with it ? tliought Ebenezer. He beheld the rod of 
collection in the hands of the teacher, and he trembled — for 
his misshaiicn shoulders were familiar with such an instru- 
ment. He heard others read, lie saw them write; and he 
feared, wondered, and trembled the more. He thouglit that 
he would be called uiion to do the same, and he knew he 
could not. ric had no idea of learning — he had never 
heard of such a thing. He thouglit that he must do as he 
saw others doing at once, and he cast many troubled looks 
at the lord of a hundred bo3^s. When the name of “Ebe- 
nezer Baird” was called out, he burst into tears, he sobbed, 
terror overwhelmed him. But when the teacher approached 
him kindly, took him from his seat, placed him between 
his knees, patted his head, and desired him to speak after 
him, the heart of the little cripple was assured, and more 
tlian assured; it was tlic first time he had experienced Idud- 
ncss, and he could have fallen on the ground and hugged 
tlic knees of his master. The teacher, indeed, found Ebe- 
nezer the most ignorant scholar he had ever met with, but 
he was no tyrant of the birch, though to his pupils 
man severe be was, and stern to view;” 
and though he had all the manners and austerity of the old 
scliool about him, he did not lay his head ipion the jiillow 
with his arm tired by the incessant use of the ferula. He 
V as touched with the sinqdicity and the extreme ignorance 
of his new boarder, and he felt also for his lameness and de- 
formity, Thrice he went over the alphabet with his pupil, 
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commencing, Big Aw — Little Awj’ and having got over 

he told him to remember that c was like a half-moon. 
‘‘ Ye’ll aye mind c again,” added he; “ think ye see the 
moon.” Thus they went on to g, and he asked him what 
the carters said to their horses when they wished them to 
go faster; but this Ebenezer could not tell — carts and horses 
were sights that he had seen as objects of wonder. They 
are but seldom seen amongst the hills now, and in those 
days they were almost unknown. Getting over h, he strove 
to impress i upon the memory of his pupil, by touching the 
solitary grey orbit in his countenance (for Ebenezer had 
but one), and asking him what he called it. ‘‘ My e’e,” an- 
swered Ebenezer. 

‘‘No, sir, you must not say your e’e, but your ege — mind 
that; and that letter is 7.” 

The teacher went on, showing him that he could not for- 
get round O, and crooked S; and in truth, after his first 
lesson, Ebenezer was master of these two letters. And, 
afterwards, when the teacher, in trying him promiscuously 
through the alphabet, would inquire, “What letter is this?” 
— “I no ken,” the cripple would reply; “but I’m sure it’s no 
O, and it’s no S.” Within a week he was master of the six- 
and-twenty mystical symbols, with the exception of four — 
and those four were b and d, p and q. Ebenezer could not 
for three months be Irought to distinguish the b from the 
7, nor the p from the q; but he had never even heard that 
he had a right hand and a left until he came to the school 
—and how could it be expected? 

Scarce, however, had he mastered the alphabet, until the 
faculties of the deformed began to expand. He now both 
understood and felt what it was to learn. He passed from 
class to class with a rapidity that astonished his teacher. He 
could not join in the boisterous sports of his schoolfellows, 
and while they were engaged in their pastime, he sought 
solitude, and his task accompanied him. He possessed 



8 


TALES OF THE BORDERS. 


.strong natural talents, and his infirmities gave them the 
assistance of industry. His teacher noted these things in 
the cripple, and he was gratified with them; but he hesitated 
to express his feelings openly, lest the charge of partiality 
.should be brought against him. Ebenezer, however, had 
entered the academy as the butt of his schoolfellows — they 
mocked, they mimicked, they tormented, they despised, or 
ailected to despise him; and his talents and progress, instead 
of abating their persecutions, augmented them. His teacher 
was afraid to show him more kindness than he showed to 
others; and his schoolfellows gloried in annoying the cripple 
— they persecuted, they shunned, they hated him more than 
even his mother did. He began to hate the world, for he 
had found none that would love him. His teacher was the 
only huinan being that had ever whispered to him words of 
praise or of kindness, and that had always been in cold, 
guarded, and measured terms. 

Before he was eighteen, he had acquired all the know- 
ledge that his teacher could impart, and he returned to the 
cottage among the mountains. There, however, he was 
again subjected to a persecution more barbarous than that 
which he had met with from his schoolfellows. Mrs Baird 
3nocked, insulted, and drove him from her presence; and 
her domestic showed him neither kindness nor respect. In 
stature, he scarcely exceeded five feet; and his body was 
feeble as well as deformed. The cruelty with which he had 
been treated had given an asperity to his temper, and made 
him almost a hater of the human race; and these feelings 
had lent them character to his countenance, marking its 
naturally harsh expression with suspicion and melancholy. 

He was about five-and-twenty when the pangs and the 
terrors of death fell upon her whom he regarded as his 
parent. She died — as a sinner dies — with insulted eternity 
frovming to receive her. A few minutes before hei death, 
she desired the cripple to approach her bedside. She fixed 
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her closing eyes, which affection had never lighted, upon 
his. She informed him that he was not her son. 

“ Oh, tell me, then, whose son I am ! Who are my pa- 
rents?” he exclaimed, eagerly. “Speak! speak!” 

“Your parents!” she muttered; and remorse and igno- 
rance held her departing soul in their grasp. She struggled; 
she again continued: “Your parents! no, Ebenezer, no! I 
dare not name them ! I have sworn — I have sworn ! and a 
death-bed is no time to break an oath !” 

“Speak! speak! Tell me, as you hope for heaven!” 
ci’ied the cripple, with his thin, bony fingers grasping the 
wrists of the dying woman, 

“Monster! monster!” she screamed, wildly, and in terror, 
“leave me — leave me! You are provided for — open that 
chest — the chest — the chest ! ” 

Ebenezer loosed his grasp; he sprang towards a strong 
chest which stood in the room. “ The keys ! the keys 1” he 
exclaimed, wildly; and again hurrying to the bed, he vio- 
lently pulled a bunch of keys from beneath her pillow. But 
while he applied them to the chest, the herald of death 
rattled in the throat of its victim; and, with one agonising 
throe and a deep groan, her spirit escaped, and her body 
lay a corpse upon the bed. 

He opened the chest, and in it he found seemdties, which 
settled upon him, under the name of Ebenezer Baird, five 
thousand pounds. But there was nothing which threw 
light on his parentage — nothing to inform who he was, or 
why he was there. 

The body of her who had never shed a tear over him he 
accompanied to the grave. But now a deeper gloom fell 
upon him. He met but few men, and the few he met 
shunned him, for there was a wildness and a bitterness in 
his words — a railing against the world — which they wished 
not to hear. He fancied, too, that they despised him — that 
their eyes were ever examining the form of his deformities; 
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Sim, for it revealed his shadow; but he wandered in rap- 
ture, gazing on the midnight heavens, calling the stars by 
name, while his soul was lifted up with their glory, and his 
deformity lost and overshadowed in the depth of their mag- 
nificence. He loved the flowers of day, the song of morn- 
ing birds, and the wildness or beauty of the landscape; 
but these dwindled, and drew not forth his soul as did the 
awful gorgeousness of night, with its ten thousand worlds 
lighted up, burning, spariding, glimmering in immensity — 
tlic gems that studded the throne of the Eternal. While 
others slept, the deformed wandered on the mountains, hold- 
ing communion with the heavens. 

About the i)eriod we refer to, a gay party came upon a 
vi .dt to a gentleman whose mansion was situated about three 
miles from the cottage of the cripple. As they rode out, 
they frequently passed him in his wanderings. And when 
they did so, some turned to gaze on him with a look of piy- 
iiig curiosity, others laughed and called to their companions 
— and the indignation of Ebenezer was excited, and the 
fi Gwm grew black upon his face. 

He was %yandering in a wood in the glen, visiting his fa- 
vourite wild-flowers (for he had many that he visited daily, 
and each was familiar to him as the face of man to man — 
he rejoiced when they budded, blossomed, and laughed in 
their summer joy, and he grieved when they withered and 
died away), when a scream of distress burst upon his ear. 
His faithful mastiff started, and answered to the sound. 
He hurried fi om the wood to whence the sound proceeded 
as rapidly as his lameness would admit. The mastiff fol- 
lowed by his side, and, by its signs of impatience, seemed 
eager to increase its speed, though it would not forsake him. 
The cries of distress continued, and became louder. On 
emerging from the wood, he perceived a young lady rushing 
wildly towards it, and behind her, within ten yards, followed 
an infuriated bulk A few moments more, and she must 
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and he retui’ncd their glance with a scowl, and their words 
A^’ith the accents of hatred. Even as he passed the solitaiy 
farmhouse, the younger children fled in terror, and the 
elder laughed, or pointed towards him the finger of curio- 
sity. All these things fell upon the heart of the cripple, 
and turned the human kindness of his bosom into galL His 
companions became the solitude of the mountains, and the 
silence of the woods. They heard his bitter soliloquies 
without reviling him, or echo answered him in tones of 
sympathy more mournful than his own. He sought a thing 
that he might love, that might unlock his prisoned heart, 
or give life to its blighted feelings. He loved the very prim- 
rose, because it was a thing of beauty, and shrank not from 
his deformity as man did. To him it gave forth its sweet- 
ness, and its leaves withered not at his touch; and he bent 
and kissed the flower that smiled upon him whom his kind 
avoided. He courted the very storms of winter, for they 
shunned him not, but spent their fury on his person, uncon- 
scious of its form. The only living thing that regarded him, 
or that had ever evinced afiection towards him, was a dog, 
of the mastiff kind, which ever followed at his side, licked 
Jiis hand, and received its food from it. And on this living 
thing all the affections that his heart ever felt were ex- 
pended. He loved it as a companion, a friend, and protector; 
and he knew it was not ungrateful — it never avoided him ; 
but, when mockery or insult was offered to its master, it 
growled, and looked in his face, as if asldng permission to 
punish the offender. 

Such was the life that he had passed until he was between 
thirty and forty years of age. Still he continued his soli- 
tary rambles, having a feeling for everything around him 
but man. Man only was his persecutor — man only despised 
him. His own kind and his own kindi*ed had shut him out 
from them and disowned him — his sight had been hateful 
to them, and his form loathsome. He avoided the very 
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have fallen its victim. With an eager howl, the dog sprang 
from the side of its master, and stood between the lady and 
her pursuer. Ebenezer forgot his lameness and the feeble- 
ness of his frame, and he hastened at his utmost speed to 
the rescue of a human being. Even at that moment a glow 
of delight passed through his heart, that the despised cripple 
would save the life of a fellow-mortal — of one of the race 
that shunned him. Ere he approached, the lady had fallen, 
exhausted and in terror, on the ground. The mastiff ke2:)t 
the enraged animal at bay, and, with a strength such as he 
had never before exhibited, Ebenezer raised the lady in his 
arms, and bore her to the wood. He placed her against a 
tree: the stream passed by within a few yards, and he brought 
water in the palms of his hands, and knelt over her, to bathe 
her temples and her fair brow. Her brow was indeed fair, 
and her face beautiful beyond all that he had looked upon. 
Her golden hair in wavy ringlets fell upon her shoulders 
— but her deep blue eyes were closed. Her years did net 
appear to be more than twenty. 

“ Beautiful ! — beautiful ! ” exclaimed the cripple, as he 
dropped the water on her face, and gazed on it as he spoke 
— “it is wondrous beautiful! But she vdll open her eyes 
— she will turn from me as doth her race! — as B’om the 
animal that pursued her! — yet, sure she is beautiful!” and 
again, as he spoke, Ebenezer sighed. 

The fair being recovered — she raised her eyes — she gazed 
on his face, and turned not away from it. She exjDressed 
no false horror on beholding his countenance — no affected 
revulsion at the sight of his deformity; but she looked upon 
him wdth gratitude — she thanked him with tears. The 
cripide started — his heart burned. To be gazed on with 
kindness, to be thanked, and with tears, and by one so fair, 
so young, so beautiful, was to him so strange, so new, he 
half doubted the reality of the scene before him. Before 
the kindness and gratitude that beamed from her eyes, the 
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misanthropy that had frozen up his bosom began to dissolve, 
and the gloom on his featm-es died away, as a vapour before 
the face of the morning sun. New thoughts fired his ima- 
gination— new feelings transfixed his heart. Her smile fell 
like a sunbeam on his soul, where light had never before 
dawned; her accents of gratitude, from the moment they 
were delivered, became the music of his memory. He found 
an object on the earth that he could love— or shall we say 
tliat he did love; for he felt as though already her exist- 
ence were mysteriously linked to his. We arc no believers 
in what is termed love at first sight. Some romance-miters 
hold it up as an established doctrine, and love-sick boys and 
moping girls will make oath to the creed. But there never 
was love at first sight that a week’s perseverance could not 
wear away. It holds no intercourse with the heart, but is 
a mere fancy of the eye; as a man would fancy a horse, a 
house, or a picture, which he desires to purchase. Love is 
not the offspring of an hour or a day, nor is it the ignis 
fatuus which plays about the brain, and disturbs the sleep 
of the youth and the maiden in their teens. It slowly steals 
and dawns upon the heart, as day imperceptibly creeps over 
the earth, first with the tinged cloud— the grey and the 
clearer dawn — the approaching, the rising, and the risen 
sun— blending into each other a brighter and a brighter 
shade; but each indistinguishable in their progress and 
blending, as the motion of the pointers on a watch, which 
move unobserved as time flies, and we mark not the silent 
progress of light till it envelop us in its majesty. Such is 
the progress of pure, holy, and enduring love. It springs 
not from mere sight, but its radiance grows with esteem; 
it is the whisper of sympathy, unity of feeling, and mutual 
reverence, which increases with a knowledge of each other, 
until but one pulse seems to throb in two bosoms. The 
feelings which now swelled in the bosom of Ebenezer Baird 
were not the true and only love which springs from es- 
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teem, but they were aldn to it. For though the beauty 
of the fair being he had rescued had struck his eye, it 
was not her beauty that melted the misanthropy of his 
heart, but the tear of gratitude, the voice of thanks, the 
glance that turned not away from him, the smile — the 
first that woman had bestowed on him — that entered 
his soul. They came from the heart, and they spoke to 
the heart. 

She informed him that her name was Maria Bradbury, 
and that she was one of the party then on a visit to the 
gentleman in his neighbourhood. He offered to accompany 
her to the house, and she accepted his offer. But it was 
necessary to pass near the spot where he had rescued her 
from the fury of the enraged bull. As they drew towards 
the side of the wood, they perceived that the bull was gone, 
but the noble mastiff, the friend, companion, and defender 
of the cripple, lay dead before them. Ebenezer wrung his 
hands, he mourned over his faithful guardian. 

“Friend! poor Friend!” he cried (the name of the mastiff 
was Friend), “hast thou, too, left me? Thou, of all the 
things that lived, alone didst love thy master ! Pardon me, 
lady, pardon rm outcast; but until this hoim I have never 
experienced friendship from man nor kindness from woman. 
The human race have treated me as a thing that belonged 
not to the same family with themselves; they have perse- 
cuted or mocked me, and I have hated them. Start not — 
hatred is an alien to my soul— -it was not born there, it was 
forced upon it — but I hate not jmu — no! no! You have 
spoken kindly to me, you have smiled on me ! — the despised, 
the disowned Ebenezer will remember you. That poor dog 
alone, of all living things, showed affection for me. But he 
died in a good cause ! Poor Friend! poor Friend! — where 
shall I find a companion now?” and the tears of the cripple 
ran down his cheeks as lie spoke. 

Maria wept also, partly for the fate of the noble animal 
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that had died in her deliverance, and partly from the sorrow 
of her companion; for there is a sympathy in tears. 

“Ha! you weep!” cried the cripple; “you weep for poor 
Friend and for me. Bless thee — bless thee, fair one ! they 
are the first that were ever shed for my sake ! I thought 
there was not a tear on earth for me.” 

He accompanied her to the lodge of the mansion where 
she was then residing, and there he left her, though she in- 
vited him to accompany her, that he might also receive the 
congratulations of her friends. 

She related to them her deliverance. “ Ha ! little Ebe- 
nezer turned a hero!” cried one; “Ebenezer the cripple be- 
come a knight-errant!” said another. But they resolved 
to visit him in a body, and return him their thanks. 

But the soul of the deformed was now changed, and his 
countenance, though still melancholy, had lost its asperity: 
His days became a dream, his existence a wish. For the 
first time he entertained the hope of happiness; it was 
vain, romantic, perhaps we might say absui'd, but he che- 
rished it. 

Maria spoke much of the courage, the humanity, the 
seeming loneliness, and the knowledge of the deformed, to 
her friends; and their entertainer, with his entire party of 
visiters, with but one exception, a fev/ days afterwards, pro- 
ceeded to the cottage of Ebenezer, to thank him for his in- 
trepidity. The exception we have alluded to was a Lady 
Helen Herrington, a woman of a proud and haughty temper, 
axid whose personal attractions, if she ever possessed any, 
weic now disfigured by the attacks of a violent temper, and 
the crow-feet and the turinJcles which threescore years im- 
print on the fairest countenance. She excused herself by 
saying, that the sight of deformed people affected her. 
Amongst the party who visited the cripple was her con, 
Francis Dorrington, a youth of two-and-twenty, who was 
haughty, fiery, and impetuous as his mother. He sought 
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the liaiid of Maria Bradbury, and he now walked by her 

Bide. 

Ebenezer received them coldly; amongst them were some 
who were wont to mock him as they passed, and he now 
believed that they had come to gi'atify curiosity, by gazing 
on his person as on a wild animal. But, when he saw the 
smile upon Maria’s lips, the benign expression of her 
glance, and her hand held forth to gr-eet him, his coldness 
vanished, and joy, like a flash of sunshine, lighted up his 
features. Yet he liked not the impatient scowl with which 
rrancis Dorringtoii regarded her attention towards him, 
nor the contempt which moved visibly on his lip,_when she 
listened delighted to the words of the despised cripple. He 
seemed to act as though her eyes should be fixed on him 
^^Que—hcr words addressed only to him. Jealousy entere 
the soul of the deformed; and sh.all wo say that the same 
feelin" was entertained by the gay and the haughty or- 
riuotonl It was. He felt that, insignificant as the outward 
appearance of the cripple was, his soul was that of an intel- 
lectual giant, before the exuberance of whose power the 
party were awed, and hlaria lost in admiration. His tones 
were musical as his figure was unsightly, and his knowledge 
universal as his person was diminutive. He discoursed with 
a poet’s tongue on the beauty of the surrounding scenery; 
lie defined the botany and geology of the mount.ains. He 
traced effect to cause, and both to their Creator. The par y 
marvelled while the deformed spoke; and he repelled the 
scowl and contempt of his rival with sarcasm that scathed 
like passing lightning. These things produced fechngs of 
jealousy also in the breast of Francis Dorringtoii; though 
from Maria Bradbiuy he had never received one smile 
of eiicom'agcmout. On their taking leave, the 
taincr of the party invited Ebenezer to his house, but 
the latter refused; ho feared to mingle with society, 
for oft as he had associated with man, he had been ren- 
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dered their sport — the thing they persecuted — the Lutt of 
their irony. 

For many days the cripple met, or rather sought, Maria 
in his solitary rambles; for she, too, loved the solitude of 
the mountains or the silence of the woods, which is broken 
only by the plaintive note of the wood-pigeon, the chirm of 
the linnet, the song of the thrush, the twitter of the chaf- 
finch, or the distant stroke of the woodman, lending silence 
a charm. She had become familiar with his deformity, and 
as it grew less singular to her eyes, his voice became sweeter 
to her ears. Their conversation turned on many things — • 
tliere was wisdom in his words, and she listened to him as 
a pupil to a preceptor. His feelings deepened with their in- 
terviews, his hopes brightened, and felicity seemed dawning 
before him. As hope kindled, he acquired conlidence. They 
were walking together, he had pointed out the beauties and 
explained the properties of the wild-flowers on them path, 
lie had dwelt on the virtues of the humblest weed, when he 
fctojiped short, and gazing in her face — “ Maria!” he added, 
“ I have loved these flowers — I have cherished those simple 
weeds, because they shunned me not — they shrank not from 
me, as did the creatures of the human race — they spread 
their beauties before me — they denied me not their sweet- 
ness. You only have I met with among the children of Adam, 
who persecuted me not with ridicule, or who insulted not 
my deformity with the vulgar gaze of curiosity. Who I am 
I know not — from whence I was brought amongst these hills 
I cannot tell; I am a thing which the world has laughed at, 
and of which my parents were ashamed. But my wants 
have been few. I have gold to purchase flattery, if I desired 
it— to buy tongues to tell me I am not deformed; but I de- 
sjiise them. My soul partakes not of my body’s infirmities 

—it has sought a spmt to love, that would love it inretmm. 
Maria, has it found one?” 

Maria was startled — she endeavoured to speak, but her 

146 
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tongue faltered— tears gathered in her eyes, and her loohs 

bespoke i)ity and astonishment. 

“ Fool ! fool 1” exclaimed the cripple, “ I have been de- 
ceived! llvsia. pities m^\-onhj pities me I Hate me, Maria, 
—despise mo as docs tho world. I can bear hatred— I can 
endure scorn-I can repel them !-but pity consumes me !- 
andi>i< 2 / from you! Fool! fool!” ho added ‘wherefore 
dreamed I there was one that would look with love on de- 
formed Ebenezer 3 Farewell, Maria ! farewell !-remembei , 
but do not pity me!” and he hurried from her side 

She would have detained him-she would har e told h 
that she reverenced him— that she csteemo ^ 

hastened away, and she felt also that she piUed 1“^ ^ 

love and pity can never dwell in tho same breast foi tho 

snme object. Maria stood and vept. i i 

Ebenezer returned to his cottage; but 
had cherished, the dream which he had fed, died iclimtai j . 
Ho accused himself for acting precipitately-he bclicr ed he 
had taken the tear of affection for pity. His heart was at 
war with itself. Day after day he revisited the moiuitam- 
side, and the path in the wood whore they had met, but 
Maria wandered there no longer. His feclmss, Ins impa- 
tience, his incertitude, rose superior to the ridicule of man, 
he resolved to visit the mansion of his neighboiii, wheie 

.■logins .. ho opiiroacho.! tho hou«; hot ho 1“'" “ 

the etiquette of the world, and respected not itsfoi ms. The 
owner of tho mansion welcomed him with tho right hand of 
cordiality, for his discourse in the cottage had charmed him 
others expressed welcome, for some who before had mocked 
now respected him; and Maria took his hand with 
ioy and her wonted sweetness. Tho heart of Ebcnezei 
assured. Francis Dorrington alone frowned, and rose no o 

^vclcome liini. , -,-r i t i ^ 4 - 

The dinner-bell again rang; the Lady Helen had not 



THE CKIPPI-Ej OR, BBENEZER THE DISOWNED. 10 

arrived, and dinner was delayed for her, but she came not. 
They proceeded to the dining-room. Ebenezer offered his 
arm to Maria, and she accepted it. Francis Dorrington 
muttered angry words between his teeth. The dinner 
passed — the dessert was placed upon the table — Lady 
Helen entered the room — she prayed to be excused for her 
delay — her host rose to introduce her to Ebenezer. 

“ Ebenezer ! — the deformed !” she exclaimed, in a tone of 
terror, and, dashing her hands before her eyes, as he rose 
before her, she fell back in hysterics. 

“Turn the monster from the house!” cried Francis Dor- 
rington, springing forward; “ my mother cannot endure the 
flight of such.” 

“Whom call ye monster, young man?” said Ebenezer, 
angrily. 

“You, wretch!” replied Dorrington, raising his hand, 
and striking the cripple to the floor. 

“Shame! shame!” exclaimed the company. 

“Coward!” cried Maria, starting from her seat. 

The cripple, with a rapidity that seemed impossible, 
sprang to his feet — he gasped, he trembled, every joint 
shook, rage boiled in his veins — he glanced at his insulter, 
who attempted to repeat the blow — he uttered a yell of 
vengeance, he clutched a dessert-knife from the table, and 
within a moment it was plunged in the body of the man 
who had injured him. 

A scream of horror burst from the company. Ebenezer, 
with the reeking knife in his grasp, stood trembling from 
rage, not from remorse. But he offered not to repeat the 
blow. A half-consciousness of what he had done seemed to 
stay his hand. The sudden scream of the party aroused the 
Lady Helen from her real or affected fit. She beheld her 
son bleeding on the floor — she saw the vengeful knife in the 
hands of the cripple. She screamed more wildly than before 
—she wrung her hands ! 
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“Monster! — murderer!” she exclaimed, “he has slain— 
he has slain his hrother! ” 

“jl/?/ hrother! ” shouted Ebenezer, still grasping the Imife 
in his hand. “Woman — woman! mother — mother! — who 
am I? Answer me — who are you?” and he sprang forward, 
and held her by the arm. “Tell me,” he continued, “what 
mean ye — what mean ye? My hrother — do ye say my 
hrother? Art thou my mother? Have I a mother? Speak 
■ — speak!” and he grasped her arm more fiercely. 

“Monster!” she repeated, “offspring of my shame! — 
away — away! He is thy brother! I have shunned thee, 
v/retch, I have disowned thee; but thou hast carried murder 
to my bosom!” and, tearing her arm from his grasp, she 
threw it round the neck of her wounded son. 

The company gazed uiDon each other. Ebenezer stood 
for a moment, his eyes rolling, his teeth rattling together, 
the Imife shaking in his hand. He uttered a wild cry of 
agony — he tore the garments from his breast, as though it 
were ready to burst, and, with the look and the howl of a 
maniac, he sprang to tlie door, and disappeared. Some 
from an interest in his fate, others from a desire to seeme 
him, followed after him. But he fled to the woods, and 
they traced him not. 

It was found that the wound of Francis Dorrington was 
not mortal; and the fears of the company were directed 
from him to Ebenezer, who they feared had laid violent 
hands upon his own life. 

On the following day, without again meeting the com^ 
pany. Lady Helen left the house, having aclmowledged the 
deformed Ebenezer to be her son — a child of shame — whoso 
birth had been concealed from the world. 

On the thii'd day, the poor cripple was found by a shep- 
herd wandering on the hills. His head was uncovered; his 
garments and his body were torn by the brambles through 
which he had rushed; his eyes rolled wildly, and, when ac- 
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costed, he fled, exclaiming, “I am Cain! I am Cain! I 
have slain my brother 1 Touch me not — the mark is on my 
forehead 1” He was seemed, and taken to a place of safety. 

The circumstances twined round Maria’s heart j she heard 
no more of Ebenezer the cripple, but she forgot him not. 
Several years passed, and she, together with a friend, visited 
a lunatic asylum in a distant part of the country, in which 
a female acquaintance, once the admired of society, had 
become an inmate. They were shown round the different 
wards^ some of the inmates seemed happy, others melan- 
choly, but all were mild — all shrank from the eye of their 
keeper. The sound of the clanking chains ai'ound their 
ankles filled Maria’s soul with horror, and she longed to 
depart; but the keeper invited them to visit the garden of 
his asylum. They entered, and beheld several quiet-look- 
ing people engaged in digging; others were pruning trees; 
and some sat upon benches on the paths, playing with their 
fingers, striking their heels upon the ground, or reading 
stray leaves of an old book or a newspaper. Each seemed 
engaged with himself, none conversed with his neighbour. 
Upon a bench near the entrance to a small arbour or sum- 
mer-house sat a female, conning an old ballad; and, as she 
perused it, she laughed, wept, and sang by turns. Maria 
stopped to converse with her, and her friend entered the 
arbour. In it sat a grey-headed and deformed man; he 
held a volume of Savage in his hand, which had then been 
but a short time published. 

‘‘I am reading the ‘Bastard,’ by Savage,” said he, as the 
stranger entered; “he is my favourite author. His fate 
was mine — he describes my feelings. He had an unnatural 
mother — so had I. He was disowned — so was I. He slew 
a man, and so did I; but I my brother.” 

The voice, the words, fell upon Maria’s ear. She became 
pale, she glanced towards the arbour, she cast an inquiring 
look upon the keeper. 
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tui-G^ W innocent or 

cl.Lnf ® -fr there is an . 

Si J language, he is as weU as you a 

and to much purpose, too, as visiters tell me.” 

She entered the arbour. The cripple’s eyes met hers 
lie threw down the book. 

‘Maria— Maria!” he exclaimed, “this is kind! this 

nlte notii*/me-do not pit^/ me agavt. 

saw me slay my brother!” 

She informed him that his brother was not dcad-tln 
he^had recovered within a few weeks. 

“ Not dead ! ” replied the cripple. “ Thank Heaven i Eb, 
nezer is not a murderer ! But I am well now-the fever c 
my biain is passed. Go, Maria, do this for me— it is all 
now ask-inqiure why I am here immured, and by who- 

tomb”n ^'l my reason to be buried in reason’ 

tomb, and crushed among its wrecks. Your smile, yon 

Olds of kindness, yonr tears of gratitude, caused me t( 

dieani once, and its remembrance is still as a speck of li<rh 

Sen ton 1" 1 my bosom; but tliese grey hairs Imv, 

wt, ..S SS. " “• “ 

the? S hut in a few week 

Baird avm ‘l^i^m-ted, Ebenezci 

Band went with them. He now soiiglit not Maria’s love, 

but he iras gratified with her esteem, and that of her 

fcends._ He out ived the persecution of his kindred and 

_e deiision of the avorld; and in the forty-sixth year of 

ns age he died m peace, and bequeathed his property to 

Maria Bradbury-the first of the human race that had 

looked on him with kindness, or cheered him with a smile. 
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THE LEGEND OF FAIK HELEN OF KIECONNEL. 

The seat of a branch of the Dumfries-shire Maxwells — Kii'- 
connel — a property lying not far distant from Dumfries, and 
surrounded by the little pastoral stream, Kirtle — is one of 
the most beautiful that ever gratified the taste or inspired 
the pride of a high family. It was not until about the be- 
ginning of the seventeenth century that it came into the 
possession of the Maxwells; for, during a long period, it be- 
longed to the old, though never illustrious, family of the 
Bells, who, amidst all the turmoil and strife of the March 
territories, had the good sense to prefer the quiet pleasures 
of the retreats of their own pure Kirtle, to the tumultuous 
and cruel scenes which boasted no streamlet but the heart’s 
blood of contending foes. The power of Lord Maxwell, oi 
the threat of Douglas, were equally unavailing to force th( 
old proprietor of Kirconnel — though he ranked as a lesse: 
baron, and might command retamers to fight for his plea— 
to sacrifice the pleasures of domestic peace on the altars o 
Laverna or Bellona: these conjunct goddesses Avho, hand h 
hand, swayed the destinies of Border men, and regulate( 
tlie Border rights of mine and thine. He held his fine pro 
perty directly of the crown; and, so long as he fulfilled th 
conditions of his right, he conceived himself entitled to th 
enjoyment of what had been fairly got and honourably vi 
tained. One strong element in Kirconnel’s determinatio 
to live at home, in the enjoyment of what home may pix 
duce to a mind capable of appreciating its sweets, was th 
fear of interrupting the happiness of his lady — one of th 
family of Irvings in that quarter, who latterly came to po; 
Bess his property — and of one child, a daughter, the Maid ( 



24 


TALES OF THE BOEDEES. 


Kircounel, concerning wliom, as all our readers know, more 
has been said and sung by antiquarian minstrel than ever 
fell to the hapless fame or treasured memory of fair woman. 
Ah, wo need scarcely say, that this young heiress of Kir- 
conncl’s name was Helen; for who that has read the touch- 
ing lines of Pinkerton can ever forget the appellation of 
one whose fate has drawn more tears than ever did that of 
the heroine Lady Margaret, in the old ballad of “Douglas' 
Tragedy?” The disasters of ordinary women, though hal- 
lowed by the sanctifying power of love, have seldom in this 
country inspired the harp of the minstrel; so far we are 
forced to admit the power of beauty, abstracted from the 
qualities of the mind and heart, that it has been a talisman 
to bardic genius in every age; yet it is honourable to the 
character of our nation, that the soul Avhich illumines the 
“ face divine ” has called forth strains as melting and trium- 
phant as ever resulted from the effects of physical beauty. 
It is, however, when the two qualities have been found com- 
bined in a favoured daughter of Scotland, that an unhappy 
fate has called forth a sympathy which has left no harp to 
sound fitfully in the willow-tree, no heart in our true land 
untouched, no e^^e destitute of sympathetic tears. Such 
has truly been the efiect produced by the fortune of Helen 
of Kirconnel — a fortune which came up on the revolving 
wheel of the mutable goddess, notwithstanding all the ef- 
forts of her father to make the course of her life happy, and 
its termination blessed. Abstracted as the thoughts were 
of the three inhabitants of Kirconnel — the lady, the laird, 
and the daughter — from the scenes that were ever chanoring 
in the warlike world around them, so much greater was the 
necessity for cultivating the opportunities of enjoyment 
that natiue and fortune had awarded to them; and so much 
greater also was the relish for that enjoyment which has 
ever been found in minds and hearts properly constituted 
and tuned to the harp of goodness, to increase with posses- 
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sion as much as the false taste for stimulating avocations 
clo3"s with tlie easy surfeit. It is not often, even in our 
virtuous land, and even in these days when the blessings 
of a high civilisation have inclined mankind to the cultiva- 
tion of the social affections, that a family is found with its 
different members so predisposed for the harmony of ex- 
clusively domestic joj^s, that some chord does not occasion- 
ally give forth a discordant sound when touched by an ex- 
ternal impulse; but, in the times of which we speak, and in 
the district where the individuals resided, “the happy fa- 
mily” was a group that was more often found in the lyrics 
of the poet or the creations of hope deferred than in the 
real existences of the troubled and vexed world. 

The house of Kirconnel stood on “ fair Kirconnel Lee;” a 
term implying that the wood, which in those days encom- 
passed every baronial residence, had been, to a certain ex- 
tent, cleared away, to allow the daisy-covered lawn to re- 
joice in the beams of the generally excluded sun. But, at a 
little distance, the empire of the forest was again resumed, 
on the condition exacted by nature, of allowing the winding 
Kirtle to enjoy her grassy bank, covered with the wild rose 
and the eglantine; and to roll jda^ffully along her pebbly 
bed, unimpeded by the neighbouring trees, which, as if in 
amatory dalliance, sent down their straggling lips to kiss her 
as she went. The wood bower — in early times a species of 
rural retreat in much greater fashion than now-a-days — was, 
in repetition of itself, seen rearing its ornamented walls, round 
which the native parasite plants were entwined in cl ose em- 
brace in various parts of the shady retreat. Some of these 
had been carefully looked to by the lady of Kirconnel her- 
self, who, anxious to confirm her husband’s resolution against 
engaging in the wars of the times, left no energy unemployed 
to render their residence, not only within the walls of the 
house, but in the bowers and gardens, as pleasant to the eye 
as the fruits of her heart and mind were delightful to the 
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rational and loving soul of her appreciating and grateful 
lord. As Sir Owain says: — 

Fair were her erbers with flowers — 

Rose and lili divers colours, 

Primrol and parvink; 

Mint, feverfoy, and eglantine, 

Colimbin, and mo there were, 

Than ani man mocht think.” 

True; the Graces had, as yet, but small influence in Scot- 
land; but the Genius of Chivalry, a cognate spirit, was busy 
ill effecting a great revolution in the minds of the inhabi- 
tants; and though there was little to humanise, there was 
much to elevate and beautify. Traces of this power might 
already be seen about the bowers and shades of Kirconnel, 
where some rude figures of knights in various positions — 
one rescuing a damsel from her enemies — one in the combat 
at entrance — one striking the palisades of an armed city — 
l^laced, as they were, in the retreats of peace and domestic 
happiness by a former warlike possessor of the property, 
served the puri)ose of ornamenting the sequestered walks, 
and supplying to the peaceful and happy inhabitants a con- 
trast between the pursuits of war and the pleasures of home, 
and home’s blessed enjoyments. 

At a little distance from the mansion or castle — for every 
house, ill those days, had a castellated character — was, and 
still is, the burying-grouiid of Kirconnel; a spot which, from 
the peculiarity of its situation, as well as from its own 
moimiful associations, impressed the mind of the visiter with 
feelings which startled him, as much from their novelty as 
from their intensity. There is a small stone there, that 
would, if deciphered and communicated to our readers, an- 
ticipate our story, and claim the ready tear before our own 
sympathies are relieved by our recital. We pass it by at 
present, to give some idea of the extraordinary spot where 
it lies. This ground of the dead, or Death’s Mailing,” as 
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it has sometimes been called, is invested with all the charms 
of a sublimed melancholy, which contemplates nature as a 
whole, and looks to those high purposes of her great author 
in visiting poor mortals with their heart-chastening woes. 
At the time of which we speak, this place of the dead was 
entirely surrounded with high oaks and spreading elms, ex- 
cept where the silvery Kirtle embraced the hallowed spot, 
as she rolled slowly along — more slowly, it might almost 
appear, at this spot than elsewhere — and murmured a soft 
threnody in the ears of the guardian spirits, that there tended 
the clay forms which they once animated. A few very rude 
stones, whose rudeness was their greatest recommendation 
to the sentimental mind, told, in the quaint “ old Inglis” of 
that day, their simple tale. “ Here lyethe the race of ye 
sons of Kirconnelle,” might have been seen on a rude free- 
stone that has long since disappeared. “ Terraughtie did 
choose to lie her,” appeared upon another old relic; and 
some exhibited more simple tokens — still pointing out no- 
thing more than name and surname, yet more eloquent in 
that brevity than the most ‘‘storied urn.” “Jon Kirkpa- 
trycke,” “Andrew Welles,” “Hein Johnston,” “Mary of the 
Le’,” without one word more to say what they were, where 
tliey lived, when they visited this scene of sorrow, and when 
they departed from it, possessed an eloquence in their simple 
brevity tliat moved the heart of the visiter with a power 
now little felt and less appreciated. The swelling green 
tumuli, with these simple-speaking, grey-headed stones, 
standing, yet leaning to a side, as if themselves bent by the 
hands of time, how humbly might they appear, encircled as 
they were, with the proud monarch of the wood, the prim- 
eval oak, that had seen the sires and grandsires of the lowly 
inhabitants of “ Death’s Mailing ” rise and fall, and become 
dust, as man contemplates the day-fly wing forth in the 
morning, live out its day, and die. Such was the romantic 
bm'ymg-place of Kirconnel at the time of which we speak; 
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and even now, when the oak has fallen before the axe of 
civilisation, and Fame’s trump has sounded even over the 
tomb, the place has a hallowed and romantic character (the 
Kiltie is still there) not exhibited by other burying*grounds 
in Scotland. 

In those retreats, the members of the family of Kirconncl 
passed the gi-eater part of their time. Helen, though a lover 
of home, was fond of gratifying a fancy pregnant of beauti- 
ful images, and a taste for what is lovely in nature, by sit- 
ting by the banks of the Kirtle, and supplying her mind with 
the pabulum of the old Scottish romances. “ Raf Coilyear 
and liis Cross-bow,” and “ Gilbert with the White Hand,” 
though soon superseded by the continental romances, were 
tlicn the legitimate fountains of amusement to the fair maids 
of Scotland; and those who aimed at sublimer flights, might 
have had recourse to “Fyn Maccowl,” or ‘‘ Gret Gow Mac- 
moine, but theic as in none of the works as jnt circulated 
in Scotland, what might gratify the intense jnarnings of the 
female Iicart for those poetical images which subsequently 
sprang up witli the more mature growth of chivalry. The 
loves of warriors are not the loves of everyday life, far less 
the lo\cs of the inspired poet; and HeJen, as she read these 
old legcndaiy lomances, might find in them the amusement 
that afforded a relaxing alternative to her own poetical com- 
mimings with the oldest bard of all— Kature; but for the 

inspiration of love itself she required the talisman — man 

in that high aspect she had prefigured of the noblest of 

C^od s creatm'es, to rouse her heart from nature to the lover’s 
dream. 

As 5 ct the Maid of Kirconnel had not seen any one that 
realised the idea she had formed, by the banks of the 
Kiltie, of the individual who could call up in her j'oung 
bosom those extraordinary emotions which constitute ^dove’s 
young dream.” The secluded mode of life adopted by her 
parents was unfavourable to a choice of the talismanic ob- 
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jcctsj and it even appeared to be ber father and mother s 
wish that such choice should be excluded, that her heart 
might, in the absence of many forms, learn to be pleased 
with the man whom their love or pohcy might point out to 
her adoption. A second cousin of her own, Walter Bell of 
Blacket House, had a free passport to the hall of Kirconnel, 
as well as to the bowers that were enshrined in Kirconnel 
woods. The laird saw in the young man his nearest heir, 
in the event of his Helen being taken from him by fate; 
and the lady could detect, as she thought, in Bell’s quiet 
and sombre manner, some assimilation to her own love of 
retirement and ease, and a consequent disrelish of the war- 
like and sanguinary customs of the times. Yet it was known 
that the young laird of Blacket House had been engaged in 
secret frays between the Johnstones and Crightons; while, 
for some purpose not generally known, though, from what 
we have said, not difficult to be surmised, he had fought in 
disguise, and disclaimed the glory of having hewn off the 
heads of many Johnstones, whose deaths might have brought 
him renown, if not wealth. He had fought from a spirit of 
animosity and a thirst of blood that lay deep buried in his 
lieart, but which, along with its noisome fruits, he had 
striven to conceal, from the knowledge he possessed of the 
pacific disposition of his friends the Kirconnels, whose 
good-will he had a motive to cultivate more powerful than 
that of wealth or glory. He wished to recommend himself 
to the fair Helen, by acquiring the love and esteem of her 
father and mother; and he doubted not that, by his own 
personal accomplishments — neither few nor unimportant— 
aided by the advice or power of parental love and authority, 
he would succeed in changing in her the old habitual feel- 
ings of ordinary friendship into the higher and purer senti- 
ments of affection. 

And sure it was that no one who ever aimed to acquire 
a “ladye’s love,” made his attempt with more advantages 
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031 Ills side than Walter Bell of Blacket House. The gay- 
lover ill the old romance, who cried that, with the advan- 
tage of making love in a wood, and by the side of a silver 
stream, he would gain the heart of the fairest woman of 
Christendom, though his face were as black as the coal 
slave’s, and his lineage no better than the knave-child’s, 
spoke more of human nature than he himself iierhaps 
knew. But he spoke of women in the aggregate; and it 
is not unlikely that such a v^oman as fair Helen of Kir- 
connel had never come under the trial of his skill. The 
truth of the statement fell to be tested by one who, besides 
the advantages stated by the gay knight, could boast the 
consent of a father, old friendship, and a face and a lineage 
against which no exception could be taken by the ad- 
mirers of graces and genealogy. Bell was aware of the ad- 
vantages he possessed; but he could calculate the strength 
of these better than he could fathom the mysteries of wo- 
man’s heart. Although the greater part of his time was 
passed at Kirconnel, where he took every opportunity of 
threading the mazes of the oak woods, or sitting by the side of 
the Kirtle, with the object of*his affections, it is doubtful if 
he ever ascertained, by the passing indications she exhibited, 
that her tlioughts and feelings were pitched much beyond 
the grade of those which nature had awarded to himself. 
She saw and felt beauties in the scenery of Kirconnel, 
which to her lover were but as the “sear leaf” Every 
object in nature— from the planet to the plant, from the 
shining levin of heaven to the phosphoric beam on the mar- 
gin of the Kirtle — had some intelligence for her inquiring 
eye. Every power in operation around her — from the ge- 
neral sympathy of nature’s highest elements, to the loves 
of the little forest birds that sung their love-song in her 
bower — had some charm to elevate her thoughts and su- 
blime her sentiments. She, therefore, who could search for 
intelligence where others saw nothing but inert matter, or. 
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at least, the uninteresting indications of everyday nature, 
might probably have been an unfortunate object on whom 
our said romantic knight might try the effect ol his extra- 
neous charms of wood and water. Nor was she at all fitted 
for being acted upon by the love intrigues of her cousin of 
Blacket House, who, coming far short of a knowledge of 
the elevated sentiments by which she was inspired, could 
neither yield her that sympathy which she req^uiied as a 
(jyid 'iioTi of affection, nor stand the investigation of the 
shrewd wisdom or the high philosophy of the heart of an 
elevated woman. While he simply sued and used the or- 
dinary words of love, she analysed, and found that, where 
she never could bo understood, she never could dispose of 
her affections. 

The mind of Helen had long been made up on the ques- 
tion of her cousin s suit. It had begun early; and the in- 
numerable walks he had enjoyed with her along the banks 
of the Kirtle had afforded him a thousand opportunities of 
declaring his feelings. By the natural tact of women, she 
had always contrived to evade the question, and contented 
herself, even in the midst of extravagant declarations, with 
negative indications of her inability to return his passion. 
These he understood not; and, unfortunately, he acted upon 
the principle that has driven many a fond lover to despair— 
that the mistress who appears to listen without displeasure 
is presumed to give a tacit consent. They know little of 
the heart of woman who trust their happiness or their lives 
to the frail bark of such a fond and dangerous delusion. A 
woman will seldom put an end to the adulation that sup- 
ports her pride; but the Maid of Kirconnel, who had no 
pride to gratify, acted as many a single-hearted female has 
done and will do, who receives without a frown that her 
nature detests, but without a satisfaction that her hoiijesty 
will not allow her to assume, the fond speeches of an old 
friend, couched in terms of an admiration which is only her 
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flue. The native sensibility of her soul shrank at the 
thought of first construing harshly her relatives profes- 
sions of affection, and then telling him that he was not 
the individual who was qualified to win her heart. Yet, 
in justice to her, it requires to be stated, that she often 
communed with herself, in her solitary walks, on the ne- 
cessity of checking her cousin’s fond and unfortunate de- 
lusion, lest evil might come out of gentleness so nearly 

allied to good. 

This unfortunate connection between Blacket House and 
his fair cousin, fated as it was to continue, assumed daily 
a more critical aspect. The young man, overwhelmed by 
a passion that was daily and hourly fed by the contem- 
plation of a beauty and qualities seldom before witnessed 
in a Scottish maiden, was not only intoxicated by the 
violence of his love, but satisfied that his cousin, in return, 
loved him with an affection only more chastely expressed, 
though, of course, not less powerful than his own. Her 
parents, too, who had lent a fond and willing ear to his 
statements of their daughter’s love for him, had made up 
tiicir minds upon a point which presented all the appear- 
ances of being sealed and settled by her who had the gi-eat- 
cst interest in its truth. She was always to be found by 
him in her solitary walks among Kirconnel woods. Their 
meetings were favoured by their parents; their walks were 
uninterrupted; the current of his passion fiowed^ vdthout 
check, and his expressions only varied in becoming moie 
animated. The absence of a harsh denial filled the mea- 
sure of a deluding, blending hope; and while the courses of 
their two minds were in directions enthely opposite— his 
along the rose-strewed valley of a requited affection; heis 
in a dianncl that led to objects too brilliant for his dull eye 
to scan, and too sublime for his unfledged fancy to reach— 
he conceived that a mutual sympathy of congenial feeling 
animated both their hearts. 
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It was at this extraordinary state of the domestic affairs 
of Kirconnel tJiat an extraneous cause gave a new current 
to the feelings of the young maiden, without having the 
effect of changing that of her lover, or of opening the eyes 
of her father and mother to the true fact, that she could 
not love the man they intended as her husband. A gallant, 
high-spirited youth, one of the Flemings of Kirkpatrick, 
had followed a doe up to within a very short space of Kir- 
conncl House. The timid creature had taken to the water, 
a]id, springing on the opposite bank, fled past a bower in 
wliich Helen was at the time sitting reading “Sir Tristam,’* 
tiien in the hands of every 5^oung lady in Scotland and 
England. She started as the creature shot past her, and, 
patting her head timidly forward, to get a better view of 
the fleet inhabitant of the forest, saw before her, with cap 
in hand, bowing, in knightly guise, Adam Fleming of Kirk- 
patrick. Neither of the two had before seen the other; but 
the fame of the one’s noble mien, high mind, and martial 
virtues, and of the other’s incomiDarable beauty and eleva- 
tion of sentiment, had reached reciprocally their willing 
cars. 

“That a Fleming of Kirkpatrick,” said the youth, still 
bowing humbly, and smiling, “should have had the bold- 
ness to interpose the image of his worthless person between 
the fancy and the heaven of the meditations of fair Helen 
of Kirconnel, doth, by my sword, require an apology. Shall 
I be still bolder in asking a pardon*?” 

The effect produced on Helen’s mind by the noble figure 
of the youth, and the romantic and playful turn he had 
given to his intrusion, was quick and heartfelt. It was, 
besides, simultaneous with the memory of his spread fame; 
and in an instant her face was in a glow of mixed shame 
and confusion, the causes of which, perhaps, lay deeper 

than the influence of a mere feeling of surprise or interrup- 
tion. 


147 
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‘*You have my full forgiveness, sir,’* she replied, while 
her face glowed deeper, in spite of her efforts to appear un- 
affected. 

Her soft musical voice fell on the ear of the youth; hut 
his keen, dark eye was busy with the examination of 
charms with which his ear had been long familiar. The 
blush of a woman is a man’s triumph; whatever may be 
its secret cause, the man will construe it favourably to 
himself, in the face of a denial of his power; and so far at 
least he has the right, that nature herself evidences in his 
favour, by an acknowledgment that he has touched the 
fountains of the heart. Fleming was not different from 
other men; and, though he might have been wrong in his 
construction of the secret moving impulse which called up 
the mantling adornment of beauty that was almost beyond 
tlie power of increase, he felt the full influence of the effect 
he thought he had produced, and, conceiving himself favour- 
ably received, laid in his heart the germs of an affection 
that was to govern his destiny. The forms of breeding, 
more i^unctilious in those days of chivahy than even now, 
forbade farther communication at that time, and, bowing 
gracefully as he drank up the rays of her blushing beauty, 
he bounded away after his dogs, that had kei)t their course 
in pursuit of the fl3dng doe. 

This was the first time that ever Helen had seen a 
stranger huntsman cross Kirconnel Lee in pursuit of his 
game; but it was soon to appear that roes and does, when 
pursued by the gallant Fleming, seemed to think that in 
the reeesscs of Kirconnel the^^ might find that safety which 
was denied them in other eoverts; at least it became cer- 
tain that more of that kind of game fled before the hunter 
over Kirconnel Lee, after the meeting we have described, 
than ever were seen before by man or maiden. Meanwhile 
the image of the noble ^muth, with his clear, intelligent 
eye, hLs rising and expanded forehead, from which his 
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Hack hair was shaded to a side, and mixed with the long 
flowing lodes that reached down to his shoulders; his intel- 
lectual expression of countenance, where beauty sat en- 
shrined among the virtues, his breeding, his modesty, his 
voice and general bearing — were all busy with the fancy of 
the Maid of Kirconnel. Nature’s talisman had been ap- 
plied, and the charm had wrought in its highest and most 
mysterious power. Nor less had been the effect of that 
first meeting on the mind of the youthful heir of Kirk- 
patrick. They loved; and the does which afterwards 
brushed over Kirconnel Lee were only the scouts of the 
hunting lover, who, while he could not help the choice of 
the flying wilding in taking that direction, could not, of a 
consequence, avoid a repeated intrusion on the wood-bower 
privacy of her who longed to see him with a heart that 
palpitated at his coming as strongly as did that of the 
flying deer. The rules of breeding direct all their force 
against a first interview; against a second, though brought 
about in the same way as the first, they have no efficacy; 
and love, which defies the whole code, soon reconciled dif- 
ferences which he despised. A few meetings revealed to 
each other the fact — which, somehow or other, is disco- 
vered by nobody but lovers — that one person has been in- 
tended from the beginning of the world to be formed for 
anotlier. The heir of Kirkpatrick and the Maid of Kir- 
connel exhibited to each other such a similarity of thouglit, 
feeling, and sentiment, that love seemed to have nothing 
more to do tlian to tie those threads which nature had not 
only spun, but hung forth with a predisposed reciprocity of 
communication. The discovery that their thoughts had 
taken the same range, and reached an equal altitude of ele- 
vation, carried with it that ideasant surprise that is always 
favourable to the progress of the tender passion; and the 
delight of a new-born sympathy in sentiments that had long 
gratified only the hea.rt in which they were conceived, but 
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wliicli now were seen glowing in the eyes of another^ was 
only another form of that passion itself. 

Though Helen had seen many indications that might 
have satisfied her (if her mind had been directed to the 
subject) that her father and mother were bent upon a 
match between her cousin of Blacket blouse and her, she 
had never, either from a want of courage or steady serious 
thought on the subject, put it to herself what was her pre- 
cise predicament or condition, on the supposition of such 
circumstance being in itself true and irremediable. She 
had hitherto had no great need for secresy, because she 
did not love another; and her father, mother, and lover, 
having taken it for granted that she was favourable to her 
cousin’s suit, nothing of a definite nature had ever tran- 
spired to call for a demonstration on her part, as an alter- 
native of dishonesty and double-dealing. Her situation 
was now changed. She now loved, and loved ardently, 
another; and the necessity she felt of meeting the heir of 
Kirkpatrick in secret, brought out in full relief her inmost 
sense of what v/erc the views and purposes of her father 
and mother, and all the responsibility of her negative con- 
duct, as regarded the suit of him she could never love. Bub, 
strange as it may seem, if she felt a difficulty in coriecting 
her cousin and disobeying her parents before the accession 
of her love, she felt that difficulty rise to an impossibility 
after that important event of her life. She trembled at the 
thought of her love being crossed: one word of her rejec- 
tion of the suit of her cousin would reach the ears of her 
parents; dissension would be thrown into the temple of 
peace; her love would be discovered; her lover, a man 
famous in arms, and an aider of the J ohnstones, the oppo- 
nents of Blacket House, traced, rejected, and banished^ 
and her heart finally torn and broken by the antagonist 
powers of love and duty. She felt her own weakness, and 
trembled at it, without coming to a resolution to malee a 
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disclosure; while her overwhelming love carried her, on the 
moonlight nights, over Kirconnel Lee, to meet her faithful 
Heir of E^kpatrick in the romantic hurying-ground already 
described. This extraordinary place was that fixed upon 
by the lovers for their night meetings; for in any other 
part of the domains of Kirconnel they could not have 
escaped the eye of Blacket House; who, though he had no 
suspicion of a rival, was so often in search of the object of 
his engrossing passion, that she seldom went out without 

being observed by the ever-waking and vigilant surveillance 
of love. 

Many times already had Helen waited till her uncon- 
scious parents retired to the rest of the aged, and the 
moon threw her sheet of silver over Kirconnel Lee, and, 
wrapped up in a night-cloak, slipped out at the wicker- 
gate of the west enclosm’e, to seek, under the shades of 
tJic oaks, Death’s Mailing, the appointed trysting-place 
of the ardent lovers. Again she was to see her beloved 
Heir of Kirkpatrick, and at last she had resolved to 
bleak to him the painful position in which she was placed 
by the still existing belief of her parents and Blacket House, 
tliat she was to be his wedded wife. On this occasion, she 
sat wistfully looking out at lier chamber window. Her 
father and motlicr had retired to their couch. Everything 
vas rpiiet, the wind stilled, and the mighty oaks whispered 
not the laiiitest sigh to disturb the sensitive car of night. 
The moon was already up, and she was on the eve of wrap- 
ping her cloak round her, and creeping forth into the forest 
fcliadc, when she observed the long shadow of a man extend- 
ing many yards ui^on the shining grass of the green lee. Tlie 
hguie of the individual she could not see; for a projection 
of the building, sufficient to conceal him, but not to prevent 
his shadow from being revealed, interrupted licr vision. She 
icsitated and trembled. If the shadow had moved and 
disappeared, she could have accounted for it, by supposing 
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that sonic of the domestics had not yet retired to bed; bui 
why should a mail stand alone and stationary at that hour 
111 that place, in that position? Her fears ran all upon 
l.lacket House, who was never happy but when in her pre- 
sence or near her person; and who had been, on a former 
occasion, reported by the servants to have lain and slept 
under her window for an entire night, and never left his po- 
sition till the morning sun exposed the doting lover to the 
wondering eyes of the domestics, who had never yet felt a 
love that kept them awake for more than a di'eamy hour at 
cockcrow. As she gazed and hesitated, her hour was passing, 
and her lover would be among the grave-stones, waiting for 
her. Her anxiety grew intense; she feared to go, but 
shook at the thoughts of disappointing him; never dream- 
ing (so whispered love) of herself. The figure still stood as 
stationary as a grave-stone, while her soul was agitated 
like the restless spirit that hovers over it, sighing for the 
hour of departure to the regions of ether. She could bear 
no longer; the projection which concealed him would con- 
ceal hei, she pliea the fmtive steps of love; and crossing, 
like a fiiiry on the moonlit green knowe, the rising lawn, 
was forth among the towering oaks in as little time as the 
shadow of a passing cloud would have taken to trail its 
dingy traces over the shining lee. 

In a short time she arrived at the churchyard, and saw, 
through the interstices of the surrounding trees, the Heir of 
Kirkpatrick sitting on a green tumulus, the grave of one who 
liad perhaps loved as they now loved, waiting for her who 
was beyond the trysting-hour. In a moment longer she was 
in his aims, and the stillness of the dead was invaded by the 
stifled sighs, tlie burning whisjiers, the rustling pressure of 
aident, impatient lovers. The rising graves, and the mossy 
tomb-stones, and the wliite scattered bones that had escaped 
the sexton s eye, and glittered in the moonbeams, were 
0(j[ually neglected and overlooked; and no fear of fairy, ghost, 
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or gnome, or gowl, entered where Love left no room but for 
his own engrossing sacrifices. The simple monument of 
love of “ Mary of the Le’,” that rose by their side, had often 
brought the tears to Helen’s eyes; but Mary of the Lee was 
now forgotten. “ There is a time and a place for all things” 
but love, whose rule is general over the flowery lee and the 
green grave, the mid-day hour and the dreary key-stone of 
night’s black arch. 

“What kept ye, sweet Helen, love?” whispered Kirkpa- 
trick in her ear, as she lay entranced in love’s dream on his 
bosom. 

“ By that question, good Adam,” answered she, according 
to the mode of familiar address of her day, “ there hangs a 
secret that oppresses your Helen, and drinks up all the joys 
of our affection.” 

“ Speak it forth, my gentle Helen,” said Fleming. “ What 
is it? The secresy of our meeting? I have been meditat- 
ing a resolution to address your father, and this will confirm 
me. He can have no objections to my suit, save that I am 
a friend of the Johnstones, and an open warrior; while your 
cousin, whom you rejected before you saw me, is a concealed 
mosstrooper, and a secret manslayer.” 

There, there, muttered Helen, with trembling emotion 

there, Adam, you have hit the bleeding part of my 
heart. I did not say to you that I had rejected Blacket 
House before I saw you; but you were entitled to make that 
supposition, because I told you that I never received his love; 
but, alas ! Adam, there is a distinction there; and, small as 
it may seem, its effects may be great upon the fortunes and 
happiness of your Helen. It is true I have never received 
his love; but it is equally true that his love, having over- 
giown the thought of a possibility of rejection, has over- 
looked my negative indications, and put down my silence for 
consent. Yes, Adam, yes— even now Blacket House thinks 
I love him; and, oh ! the full responsibility of my apathy rises 
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before me like a tlireatening giant; my father and my mother 
have, I fear, taken for granted that I am to become the 
wedded wife of my cousin.” 

“ Helen, this does indeed sm’prise me,” replied Kirkpa- 
trick, thoughtfully and sorrowfully. ‘‘ I thought I had a suf- 
ficient objection to overcome on the part of your father, when 
I had to conquer the prejudices of clanship, and soothe liis 
fears of my ardent spirit for the foray. But this changes 
all, and my difficulties are increased from the height of Kir- 
connel Lee to the towering Criffel.” And he sat silent for a 
time, and mused thoughtfully. “ But why, my love,” he 
continued, “ have you allowed this dangerous delusion to rest 
so long undistm'bed, till it has become a conviction that 
may only be removed wdth danger to us all?” 

“Ask me not, Adam,” replied she, with a full heart, 
“ what I cannot explain. While the tongue of Blacket 
House’s friendship was changing to love, I, whose thoughts 
were otherwise directed, perceived not the change; and 
vdien the truth appeared to me, my love for my father and 
mother, against the placid stream of whose life I have ever 
trembled to throw the smallest pebble of a daughter’s dis- 
obedience, prevented me, day by da}^, from making tlie 
avowal that I could not love their choice. The difficulty in- 
creased with the hour; and, ah ! my love for you crowned it 
at last wdtli inq^ossibility.” 

“Tliat should rather have removed the difficulty,” an- 
swered he. “Explahi, sweet Helen. You arc dealing in 
shadowy i'>a rabies.” 

“Think you so, Adam?” said she, sighing. “Ah, then, 
is man’s love dificrent from woman’s ? The one can look 
an obstacle in the face; the otlier turns from it with terror, 
and flees. Sec you not that, b}" telling my parents could 
not love my cousin, I would have been conjuring up a 
bad angel to cross, with his black wing, the secret but 
sweet path of our affection. The very possibility of being 
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separated from you — too dear, Adam, as you are to this 
beating heart — made me tremble at the articulation of that 
charmed word which contains all my happiness on earth. 
You have stolen my heart from my father and mother, my 
sweet woods and bowers, my bright moon and Kirtle; and 
think you what it would be for me to lose him in whom all 
is centred!” 

‘‘Ah! Helen, Helen, this is unlike the majesty of that 
mind that roved the blue fields of the heavens, and searched 
the hidden springs of the love that reigns through aU created 
things. That such thoughts should be allied to that weak- 
ness which increases inevitable danger by flying from it, I 
could not have supposed to be exemplified by my Maid of 
Kirconnel. Yet is that trembling fear not a greater proof 
of my Helen’s love than an outspoken rejection of twenty 
rival suitors? It is — I feel it is; and who will chide a fault 
of earth that hangs by a virtue of heaven? Dear, devoted, 
cherished object of my first passion, what has the simple 
heir of Kirkpatrick to give in exchange for the devotion of 
such a being?” 

And the impassioned youth pressed her closer and closer 
to his breast, while he spread over her shoulders the falling 
cloak, to shield her from the autumn dews. 

Tliey sat for some time silent — the difficulty of tlieir situa- 
tion being for a brief period forgotten and lost in the tumult 
of the rising feelings of a strong mutual passion. 

I>ut this must not be allowed to continue,” again said 
Kirkpatrick. “It is riecessari/^ Helen, that you do this 
duty to yourself, to j^our cousin, your parents, and to mo. 
Call up the necessary fortitude, my love. Tell 3’our mother 
tliat you cannot love Blacket House. I know the pain it 
will produce to you and to them; but, alas ! there are many 
positions in this world where we can only get to the object 
of our desires through painful means. Pain is, indeed, the 
price of most of our pleasures; and, when we do not pay 
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' ^ piico, wo become bankrupt in our best feelings, ami 
die M rctehed. When the path is free, I shall come forward 

and chum my Helen in the face of the world. Will you, 
will you, love?” ’ 

And he bent his head, and repeated the question in soft 

ones beneath the cloak that covered her head; while she, 
111 mufilecl accents, replied — 

“I will I will, Adam, though I should die with the last 
word of the declaration.’ 

A Iieavy groan at this moment fell upon their ear. Adam 
started hastily up; and Helen, roused from her love’s dream 
stood petrified with fear. They looked around them in’ 
every direction; but the proximity of the place where they 
had been sitting to the edge of the wood, rendered it easy 
or an intruder to overhear their discourse, and to escape 
among the trees in an instant. Helen’s fears again fell on 
lilackct House, and sho whispered to Adam what she had 
observed previous to her leaving the house. He conceived 
them to be well founded; and, as the thought of the man 
who could kill his enemies in disguise, and deny the deed 
flashed upon his mind, he felt for his sword, and then smiled 
at the prccipitude of his defensive precaution. It was ne- 
ccssai3, hov el er, that Helen should now hiuTy home; and 
surmounting the turf-dyke of the buiying-ground, they, with 
rapid steps, made for Kirconnel House, at a little distance 
from which they parted, with a close embrace. Helen stood 
for a moment, and looked after iier lover; then, wrapping 
her cloak about Iicr head, she moved quickly round the 
edge of the enclosed lawn, and was on the eve of running 
forward to the wicket, when Blacket House stood before 
her. He looked for a moment sternly at her, spoke not a 
V'ord, and tlien dashed away into the wood. Terrified still 
more, Helen hurried away, and got into the house and her 
own chamber before the full extent of her danger opened, 
with all its probable consequences, upon her mind. Hav- 
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ing undressed herself, she retired to her couch, and medi- 
tated on the extraordinary position in which she was now 
placed. She had now been discovered by her cousin, who, 
no doubt, knew well that she had that night had a se- 
cret meeting with Kirkpatrick — a partisan of his antago- 
nists, the Johnstones. The discovery of a rival had come 
on him with the discovery of a delusion under which he 
had sighed, and dreamed, and hoped for years. It was pro- 
bable, nay, certain, then, that the communication she in- 
tended to make to her father and mother, that she could 
not love Blacket House, would be received along with the 
elucidating commentary, that the lover now despised had 
discovered her love intercourse with the heir of Kirkpatrick. 
She would, therefore, get no credit for her statement that 
she never loved her cousin; but would be set down as a 
breaker of pledges, and one who traitorously amused herself 
with the broken hopes of her unfortunate lovers. Whether 
she made the communication or not, it would be made b}' 
Blacket House, whose fear of losing the object of his affec- 
tions, or his revenge — whichever of the two moved him — 
would force him to the immediate disclosure. The serenity 
of the domestic peace and happiness of Kirconnel House 
would be clouded for the first time, and that by the dis- 
obedience of one who had heretofore been held to contribute, 
in no small degree, to that which she was to be the means 
of destroying, perhaps for ever. The contrast between the 
confidence, the hope, and the affection with which she had 
been, by her parents, contemplated, and fondly cherished, 
during all the bj^gone part of her life, and the new-discovered 
. treachery into which her secret love for a stranger would be 
construed, was a thought she could scarcely bear. These 
and a thousand other things passed through her thoughts 
with a rajDidity which did not lessen the burning pain of 
their impress upon her mind; and the repetition of a thou- 
sand reflections, fears, and hopes, produced in the end a 
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confusion that terrified sleep from her pillow, and consigner! 

lier to the powers of anguish for the remainder of the nieht 
and morning. 

She rose with a burning cheek and a high-fluttering pulse, 
produced by the fever of mind under which she still la- 
boured. ^ She opened the casement to let in the cool breeze 
of mormng to brace her nerves, and enable her to stand an 
interview with her father and mother, who might already 
(for Blacket House was at Kirconnel at all hom-s) be in 
possession of the secret of what they conceived to be their 
once-loved Helen’s disobedience and treachery. Her own 
communication, which she had pledged herself to Kirk- 
patrick to make, was now invested with treble terrors; and 
though she knew that her safety and happiness depended 
upon an open declaration, she felt herself totally unable to 
make it. Trembling and irresolute, she approached the 
parlour where her father and mother, along with herself, 

M eie ill the habit of taking their moming meal. They were 
there; and there was another there— it was her cousin. 
He looked at her as she entered, with a calm, but mysteri- 
ous eye, which fluttered her nerves again, and forced her to 
stand for a moment in the middle of the apartment, irreso- 
lute whetlier to go forward or retreat. She femfully threw 
hei eje 01 cr tlic taces of her ijarents. There was no cliaugc 
there; the ordijiary placidity of their wonted manner, and 
the kindly lov'e-greoting borne in their mellow voices, star- 
tled her— .so sti'ong liad been her conviction that all was dis- 
(h>scd. Her parents were destitute of guile; and an instant’s 
thought satisfied her that they were still in their ignorance 
ol the secret. But Blackct House continued his dark gaze . 
in silence; and oven this— a decided alteration in his inan- 
^'i"'oticcd by the unsuspecting couple, who threw 
llicir fond eyes on their loving daughter as their only ro- 
niahiing pride and solace. What meant this 1 The new turn 
taken by the stream of her difficulty and danger surprised 
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and confused her; but, calming by the influence of her pa- 
rents’ kindness, she sat down and went through the forms 
of the morning meal, without exhibiting a discomposure that 
might attract the notice of these loving beings, who searched 
her face only for the indications of health and the beams of 
her pleasure. Her comparative composure enabled her to 
collect her ideas; and she thought she now discovered a 
reason for this seeming forbearance or discretion of Blacket 
House — a man little formed for these, or any other virtues: 
he intended to sell his knowledge at the price of a hand that 
never could be his, but by this or some other means of com- 
pulsion. The moment this thought — and, under all the cir- 
cumstances, it was a reasonable one — entered her mind, she 
trembled at the power of the dark-eyed, silent being who 
sat there, and gazed upon her in revengeful triumph. For 
relief, she turned her eyes to her parents; yet she saw there 
the smile that approved his suit, and the confidence that 
Avould believe his declaration. Her own Kirkpatrick AA^as 
absent; and she dared not meet him to receive the assist- 
ance of his advice, to enable her to support herself under her 
trial, or devise a plan suited to the changed circumstances 
for her relief. She hurried over her meal, and hastened 
again to her apartment, to confirm herself in the ojoinion she 
had formed of Blacket House’s intentions. Every thought 
tended to add to her conviction that she was correct, and 
told her that he never Avould succeed in his scheme. He 
Avould noAV, for certain, endeavour to see her alone, and lay 
before her the danger into Avhich she had plunged herself, 
and the bargain by Avhich she Avould be relieved from it. But 
she Avould defeat him; she would renounce her Avalksin the 
woods, desert, for a time, her bowers, and bid adieu to her 
silver Kir tie. She would keep her apartment under a pre- 
tence of slight indisposition — far from an untruth — and, in 
the meantime, try to devise some mode of relief from her 
painful situation. 
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But the solicitude of her parents interfered, in some de- 
gree, with these plans. They discovered that she was not 
so ill as to be unable to seek what might do her service — her 
former walks and amusements around Kirconnel Lee; and 
thus was she obliged to yield to kindness; yet she contrived 
to have her parents near her, so as to deprive Blacket 
House of an opportunity of commimicating to her his im- 
puted plan of enforcing his suit. As yet, his silence had 
been continued: her parents were still in ignorance; and 
it was only (so she argued) because he had not hitherto 
found her alone, that his dreaded communication had 
not as yet been made. On the occasion of her first walk, 
however, she, by some untoward chance, was left in one of 
the arbours alone, and the opportunity (the first that bad 
occurred) was seized by him — Blacket House was again be- 
fore her, and all her fears were in a moment roused. Their 
eyes met with an intelligence they had never before possessed. 
Every passing thought seemed to be mutually read, while a 
few words of ordinary import seemed to be only as a prepa- 
ration to his expected statement. Helen did not dare to 
leave him; she feared to rouse his anger, and yet she wanted 
courage to reply with ordinary pertinence to his remarks. 
His eye was constantly fixed on her, and the few words he 
uttered came with difficulty and pain; yet was there not the 
slightest allusion to the secret he undoubtedly held locked up 
in his breast. Was he not to bring forward his threat of expos- 
ing her, as a wrenching instrument, to force from her a consent 
that he was satisfied would never be given voluntarily ? There 
was no indication of any such issue. What could be the true 
meaning of this dark-minded man’s conduct? Again he had 
disappointed her fearful anticipations. He had not told her 
l^arents; he was not to tell herself. What then was he to 
do? She could not answer her self-put question; and her 
surprise when he parted from her, after a short conversation, 
conducted with difficulty, with his secret unapproached, and 
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the mysterious stare of his illegible eye, was not less than 
her terror of the anticipated issue when she first encountered 
him. 

This new extraordinary element in the subject of her medi- 
tations and fears disarranged all her ideas, and sent her 
thoughts in new channels for a discovery of what might be 
the secret plans of her cousin. She sighed for an interview 
with her lover; but that, she was satisfied, would be at- 
tended with great danger; and thus reduced to her own re- 
sources, she passed the night following her meeting with 
Blacket House in still inereasing pain and difficulty. In the 
morning she was visited in her own chamber by her mother, 
who appeared, from the serious aspect of her countenance, 
to have something of great importance to communicate. 

“Helen,” began the good matron, “though jmur father 
and I have seldom broached the subject of love and marri- 
age in your presence, we have, with heartfelt satisfaction, 
observed and understood that the man who alone has our 
consent to win your virgin heart is your own choice. Your 
wooing has lasted so long, that the very birds in the woods 
are familiar with your persons and converse; and surely this 
is not to last always. You are twenty years old, my dear 
Helen, at the next Beltane, the first of IMay; and I know 
that it is Blacket House’s wish that your happiness may be 
crowned by a union within as short a period as we will agree 
to fix. I have broken the matter to you, my love; and as I 
am well acquainted with the fluttering of Love’s wings when 
Hymen enters the bower, I will not urge you to fix a day at 
present, but leave you to the pleasant meditations my com- 
munication cannot but call forth. I shall send your break- 
fast to your bedroom this morning, my love; but I hope we 
may walk in the afternoon. Say nothing, Helen. Adieu ! 
adieu !” 

And the mother left the room rapidly, as if to avoid no- 
ticing the blushes of the aupposed happy damsel. Helen 
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heard the words uttered, as one may he supposed to feel 
the syllables of a condemnation falling upon the heart. It 
was wel] that her mother departed so rapidly, for the agita- 
tion the kind parent attributed to joy, was but the prelude 
to a faint, which retained her cold and struggling in its re- 
lentless arms for a considerable period. The first indications 
of consciousness were, if possible, more terrible than the 
last thoughts that frightened it away. For a long period 
she sat upon the couch where she had heard the dreadful 
intelligence, and, passing her hand over her brow, tried to 
collect her energies, so as to be able to contemplate the 
full extent of her evil. She thought she could now see some 
connection between the announcement made by her mother 
and the extraordinary and mysterious conduct of Blacket 
House, though she was satisfied that neither of her parents 
possessed any knowledge of her intercourse with Kirk- 
patrick. The scheme of the early marriage might originate 
in the fears of her cousin, while his secresy was only still 
maintained till he found that she would not yield to her 
parents’ authority; when would be the time for using his 
threat of disclosure to Helen, to compel her consent. All 
this reasoning seemed founded in existing circumstances 
and appearances; but so confused were her thoughts, and 
so painful every effort of her mind to acquire clearer views, 
that she felt inclined to renounce reasoning on a subject 
that seemed at every turn to defeat all her efforts to come 
to the real truth. Her misery was at least certain; for 
now, while the absolute necessity of a disclosure of her 
secret love became more peremptory and inevitable, the 
circumstances under which it would be made were such as 
woidd add to the unhappiness of her ]parents, and to the 
apparent deceit and treachery of her own nature, which 
was, notwithstanding, incapable of guile. 

Meanwhile, the effects of so much mental anguish, act- 
ing upon a tender frame, became soon apparent in her pale 
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countenance and swollen eyes. Slie would not leave her 
apartment; and when her mother again visited her, she 
saw a change on her daughter very different fl'om that 
which accompanies the character of a bride in prospective. 
The circumstance surprised the old lady; but still so satis- 
fied was she that there could exist no objection to a lover 
whom she had (as was thought) cherished for years, that it 
never occurred to her that the change in her daughter was 
attributable to the announcement she had made to her; 
while Helen herself, oppressed with the secret which she 
struggled (as yet in vain) to divulge, shunned a subject 
which she found herself unable to treat in such a way as 
would insure to her relief from her sorrow. Every effort 
was made to get her out into the woods, where her former 
scenes might enliven her mind, and bring back her wonted 
spirits, which, chiming the musical bells of jmuth’s happy 
glee, used to charm the age-stricken hearts of her parents. 
But these scenes had lost their power over heiv. The se- 
crets Blacket House had to divulge still lay like an unholy 
spirit upon her heart, killed its energies, and rendered her 
miserable. She expected the additional sorrow of his society 
in these forced walks, and her grief was mixed with sur- 
prise at his absence. He was often at the house, but he 
avoided her. She even saw him turn into a by-path, to 
get out of the way in which she walked — a circumstance as 
inexplicable as any of the prior difficulties Avith Avhich the 
whole affair w^as beset on every side. She continued her 
meditations, called up repeated energies to nerve her for 
her disclosure, and, with many a sigh, felt them die away, 

and the tongue cleave to her mouth, as the unavailing effort 
shook her frame. 

She had been in the habit of meeting Kirkpatrick at 
regular intervals; but two of the stated periods had passed 
wuthout an interview. The third was approaching; and 
^he trembled as the necessity of throAving herself on his 

148 



50 


TALES OF THE BORDERS. 


bosom, and seeking counsel in her difficulty, appeared ta 
her in such a form as to shake her resolution not to en- 
counter another night-meeting with her cousin. On the 
morning of that evening when she must repair to the bury- 
ing-ground, or lose the chance of meeting Kirkpatrick for a 
considerable time, it was announced to her parents, in her 
presence, at the table of the morning meal, that Blacket 
House had, on the previous day, gone on a visit to a rela- 
tion in a very distant part of the country, and that he would 
not return for eight days. She heard it, and her eyes were 
involuntarily turned up to heaven, in thanksgiving for the 
opportunity she now enjoyed of sobbing out her sorrows on 
the bosom of her Kirkpatrick, and getting good counsel in 
her distress. She said nothing when the announcement 
was made, and heard, without heeding, the remarks of her 
parents. Her thoughts were in Death’s Mailing, and the 
pallid hue of her cheek gave place for a moment to the 
flush that followed the fancied touch of his lips, and the 
pressure that brought her nearer to the bosom where lay all 
the relief she now had in this world. She sought more 
freely than she had done for some time her old retreats, and 
again the song of the merle had some music for her ear — so 
ready is the oppressed soul to seek its accustomed pleasmes, 
that it will clutch them in the interval of a suspended grief, 
though sure to return. Her cousin was gone for a time; he 
could not cross in these paths of the wood; and, oh happy 
thought ! she would lie on the bosom of her Kirkpatrick, and 
breathe forth, uninterrupted, love’s sweet tale, rendered 
sweeter and dearer b}^ the grief with which it was shaded. 

The evening fell that night beautiful and serene. Ko 
vapour clouded the “silver sheen,” and no breath of wind 
rustled a leaf on the trees. 

“Hail to ye, bright queen!” ejaculated Helen, as she 
folded her mantle round her, and was on tlie eve of seeking 
the wood; “once more light me to my lover, if, after this 
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meeting, you should for ever hide your face among the cur- 
tains of heaven.” 

And, breathing quick with the rising expectation of being 
enclosed in his arms, she issued from the house, and sought 
the well-known loaning that led to the burying-ground. 
Her grief had sunk for a time amidst the swelling impulses 
of her passion; and it was not till she had been pressed to 
his bosom, her brow kissed by his burning lips, and deep- 
dravn sighs exhausted the ardour of a first embrace after 
so long a separation, that one single thought of the cruelty 
of her situation arose in her mind. They sat on the tumulus 
where they had sat often before. The gravestones around 
them lay serene in a flood of moonlight; the soft buller ” 
of the wimpling Kirtle was all that disturbed the silence of 
the night; calmly there reposed the dead of many genera- 
tions; if their lives were ended, their griefs, too, were past; 
and Mary of the Le’, whose grey monument reflected clearly 
the moon’s light, -was free from the anguish which, in 
struggling sighs, came from the bosom of her who was yet 
above the green mound. Helen told her lover all the ex- 
traordinary circumstances of her situation. She wept at 
every turn of a new difficulty, and Adam’s eyes were also 
suffused with tears; he pressed her again to his breast, and 
bade her be of better heart, for that better days were com- 
ing on tlie wings of time. 

“I confess,” he said, “my dear love, that I am unable 
to understand the conduct of that dark-minded man; but 
wdiat can he do, if my Helen should yet redeem her error, 
and make this necessary disclosure? That is alone tiic 
cure of our pain. Oh, Helen! what a load of evil might 
have been averted from our heads by the exercise of a little 
self-command 1” 

I see it, I feel it,” replied she; “but there are powers 
higher than tlie resolves of mortals. I have struggled witli 
myself till the blood was sent back in my veins, and fright- 
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ened nature saved the powerless victim of grief by the 
mantle of unconsciousness. What, Adam, shall I do? I 
feel I am unequal to the task of speaking a daughter’s re- 
bellion and a traitor’s resolution.” 

“Wlien everything is explained, Helen,” replied the 
other, ‘Hhe treachery disappears, and a father and mother’s 
love will not die under the passing cloud of a little anger. 
Think of our bliss, love ! Did hope never bring courage to 
your tongue, Helen ? All, what would that bright goddess 
make Adam Fleming dare ! ” 

“ And what,” said she, “ would Helen Bell not dare for 
the love she bears to her Adam, if that sacred feeling of a 
daughter’s duty were overcome ? But it must be. I shall 
fall upon my mother’s neck, and weep out with burning 
tears of repentance a daughter’s contrition. I will appeal 
to the heart of a mother and a woman. I will conjure up 
her oAvn first love, move again the spring of her earliest 
affection, and feign to her my father lost, and her heart 
wrecked. Ay, Adam, hope— the hope of the possession of 
you — will accomplish all this. Helen has said it, and the 
issue will prove.” 

This burst of generous resolution produced a flood of tears. 
She crept closer to him, and the throbs of her heart were 
heard in the silence which reigned among the graves. A 
rustling sound among the trees roused her; she lifted her 
head, and fixed her eyes on a part of the wood on the other 
side of the Kirtle. For a moment she watched some move- 
ments not noticed by her lover. They rose, and Adam stood 
aside to get a better view of the interruption. In an instant 
she clung to his bosom; a loud shot reverberated through 
the wood; Helen fell dead— the ball destined for Kirkpatrick 
liaving been received by the devoted maiden, who saw the 
hand uplifted that was to do the deed of blood. Keith er 
scream nor audible sigh came from her; one spring when the 
ball entered the heart — and death 1 
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Kirkpatrick saw at once death and the cause of it, and 
in an instant he gave pursuit. Springing with a bound over 
the Kirtle, he seized Blacket House in the act of flight. The 
mui'derer turned, sword in hand, and a battle was fought in 
the wood, such as never was witnessed in the heat of the 
contest of armies. Had his opponent had twenty lives, the 
fuiy of Kii’kpatrick would have been unsatiated by them 
all. His spirit was roused to that of a demon; a superna- 
tural strength nerved his arm; he despised life and all its 
blessings; the world had in an instant lost for him any 
charms, but as the place where lived that one man whose 
blood was to glut his vengeance. His sword found tlie 
heart of Blacket House, and twenty wounds verified the 
ballad: — 

“ I lighted down my sword to draw — 

I hacked him in pieces sma’ — 

I hacked him in pieces sma’. 

For her sake that died for me.” 

He returned to the burying-ground. His Helen’s body was 
as cold as that of those who lay beneath. 

0 Helen fair beyond compare. 

I’ll mak a garland of thy hair, 

Hhall bind my heart for evermair 
Until the day I dee.” 

Such is the story of Helen Bell, a subject that lias em- 
piO^'cd the pen of many a poet, and brought tears to the 
t'ycs of millions. We soinclimcs, according to our privile^T, 
amuse our readers with pare unadulterated fiction. Would 
that our task had been such on this occasion I — for we prefer 
the sorrow which fancy, imitating truth, rouses in the heart, 
to the depressing power of ‘‘owre true a tale.” We may 
add, that the Maid of Kirconnel is more frequently called 
Helen living than Helen Bell, in consequence of some doubt 
as to whether her mother was not really one of the Bells, 
and her father an Irving, After giving the matter all due 
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consideration, and searching several authorities, we are 
satisfied that the truth is as we have related it. Our 
very ingenious friend, Professor Gillespie, in a section 
of “ Gleanings of the Covenant,’’ says that the beauti- 
ful ballad, some of the lines of which we have quoted, 
was written on “ Helen Palmer.’ We must have his 

authority. 
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TOM DUNCANaS YARK. 

Y^illiam Duncan had lived nearly tliirty years in the 
service of a landed proprietor in Dumfries-shirc; where liis 
honest, upright, trustworthy character had gained liim tlie 
esteem and respect of his emidoycr; and he was looked 
upon more in the light of a humble friend, tliaii of a hired 
menial. Nearly five-and-twenty j^ears had ela])sed since 
his marriage to Janet, wlio had long before been his “nee- 
bor ” servant. Their family consisted of two children, a son 
and daughter^ the latter of whom had been, at the time our 
story commences, for some time married to a farm-servant, 
and was living in a cottage closely adjoining her father’s. 
The son had been sent, when about seventeen years of age, 
^vith cattle to Annan, and had there made acquaintance 
with some seafaring men, whose stories of the wonders of 
other lauds had excited his curiosity, and awakened an ir- 
repressible longing to witness the strange sights he had 
heard of. It was in vain that his father and mother strove 
to divert his thoughts into another channel— “ he would be 
a sailor; ” and they at last wisely consented to what they 
could not prevent. About two years after his departure, 
AYillie’s good old master died; having left liis faithful ser- 
vant a small annuity, sufficient to make his old age comfort- 
able— for he was now almost superannuated. Tlie old gen- 
tleman had died childless, leaving his estate to a distant 
relative; and his successor, knowing the estimation in 
which Willie had been held by his late master, allowed 
him to live rent-free in one of the cottages on the estate, 
and tated him, on all occasions, with great consideration 
and kindness. There was but one thing wanting to make 
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the old couple happy; their simple appetites were easily 
satisfied; they had enough and to spare, without the toil 
of labour; but their son, their only son, was a wanderer, and 
years had passed since they had received any intelligence 
of him, and then they had only been informed that he had 
gone to some foreign station. “Oh, could we but see him 
ance mair afore we dec!” was often their exclamation. 

One stormy night in October, the old couple were startled 
by a loud rap at the door. 

“Preserve us!” said Janet, in great alarm, “what’s that? 
Wha can that be chappin at the door on sic a nicht as this? 
Maybe it’s some puir seekin body, wantin shelter frae the 
blast. Up, Willie, man, an’ ask wha it is.” 

It s me, faither it s Betty,” replied the voice of the 
daughter, in answer to her father’s queries; “let me in.” 

“What’s brocht ye oot, woman,” said Willie, “in sic a 
clash o’ rain as this ? ” 

“ There’s a puii' sailor lad come to oor hoose,” replied she, 

“ an he wants something to eat an’ di’ink, an’ we haena a 
bite o’ cake left: hae ye ony to spare? An’, what think ye, 

faither? he kens oor Tam weel, an’ says he saw him no that 
lang syne.” 

“Kens oor Tam!” said the old man; “what for did ye 
no bring him wi’ ye ? Gie’s doon my plaid; I’ll gang an’ 
si^eak to him mysel.” 

“Ka, na, faither; ye maunna cross the door while it’s 
p(jui in this gate. I’ll fetch him when he’s had his supper. 
I’d hae brocht him afore, but I thocht maybe he micht be 
liiakin ye believe oor Tam was comin hame, or some sic 
clavers, an’ ye wad be wearyin to see him, an’ maybe no 
see him after a’.” 

“An’ Avhat for micht he no be comin hame? ” said Willie. 

“ It’s time he war, I think, if he wishes to find the auld folk 
to the fore. 

“ but, faither, suppose he war to tell ye that he 



TOM DUNCAN’S YARN. 


57 


had seen oor Tam twa or three days syne, an’ that ye micht 
cxpeck to see him hame sune?” 

“Mercy, lass! what’s the matter wi’ ye, wi’ yer mayhes 
an’ yer supposes? What gars ye gang swaggerin up an’ 
doon that gait, looldn as ye were demented ? There’s some- 
thing pleasin ye by common. If ’twar Tam himsel, ye 
couldna be mair uplifted.” 

“An’ guid richt hae I to be uplifted, mither, if ye 
kent a’.” 

“ Eh, it’s Tam himsel ! ” almost screamed the old woman; 
“ where is he? Let me see my bairn.” 

“ Here’s aU that’s left of him, mother,” said a fine, stout- 
looking sailor; who, unable any longer to restrain his im- 
patience, stumped in on a wooden leg just as Janet was 
speaking. 

.“My bairn! my bairn!” sobbed the old woman, throw- 
ing her arms round him; “ mony a lang day hae I prayed 
to see ye ance mair; an’ noo that I hae ye, oh, do I see ye 
a puir cripple ! ” 

“Oh, that’s nothing, mother; nothing but the fortune 
of war. If I’d lost my head instead of my leg, mother, 
I wouldn’t have been here to tell my own story.” 

“That’s Gude’s truth; an’ great reason hae we to be 
thaiikfu it’s nae waur. But, oh ! it’s a sair dispensation.” 

“Ah, old boy! how are you?” said Tom, shaking his 
father heartily by the hand; “all alive and hearty — eh? ” 

“Weel ancugh, weel ancugh, Tam; just choppin on; but 
richt glad am I to see ye again, my son. But, Tam, that 
wasna the gate ye wad hae spoken to yer auld faithcr afore 
ye gacd frae hamc.” 

“My manner of speaking may be chaiigcd, father,” re- 
plied the young man, respectfully; “but there’s no change 
in my heart — that’s true-blue still; and it’ll be long before 
I can clear off my reckoning with you for all your kindness 
to me. No, no, fathei*, my heart's in the right place still” 
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“Weel, my man, I hope sae. Sit doon an* tell us a* 
that’s happened ye sin’ we last heard frae ye. But wait a 
wee. Janet, seek oot the best that’s in the hoose for the 
puir fallow; an’, whan he’s had a guid supper, he’ll he in 
better fettle for giein us his cracks.” 

“Tak aff yer jacket, my bonny man,” said his mother; 
“an’ hing it up afore the fire, an’ draw in till’t yersel. 
Willie, I’m thinkin there’s something in the bottle. I’ll 
put on the kettle, an’ we’ll gie the lad something he’ll be 
nane the waur o’.” 

After the sailor had done his devoirs at the sui^per-table, 
the whole party drew round the fii'e, and the old man, light- 
ing his “ cutty,” said — 

“ Noo, Tam, tell us a’ aboot what yeVe been doin, an’ 
hoo ye cam to lose yer leg.” 

“ It’s a terrible long yarn, father, and I’m afeared ye’ll 
be glad to sing out Avast ! before I’ve spun it out; besides, 
you’ll not understand my sea lingo.” 

“Nae fear o’ that,” replied he; “ye ken I was ance a bit 
o’ a sailor myseL We could see the Solway frae the hoose 
I hired at when I was a callan.” 

“But, eh, Tam, my man,” said old Janet, “ye talk Eng- 
lish as weel’s the grand folk doon by.” 

“Ay, ay, mother; leave me alone for that. My mess- 
mates used to say as how I ought to have been a Methodist 
preacher, seein I kuowed so well how to tip them the 
dictionary.” 

“ Hear till him ! ” said the delighted mother, holding uj) 
her hands in admiration. 

“ But, howsomdever, they haven’t made me proud on’t, 
you see, with all their blarney. But I must carry on, or 
my yarn ’ll reach from this to the end of next week. It’s 
now six years since I got a berth on board one o’ them 
Newcastle colliers, and a jolly time we had on’t; for, though 
we’d lashin’ to do, and no want of wet jackets, there was 
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always a fuU bread-bag, and swipes and gmb at no aUow- 
ancc. They’re tlie craft to teach a man his duty ! W eii, 
rd been in that trade about a year, when I goes ashore one 
day with the mate at Wapping; and, while we were sitting 
comfortably swigging our grog, the landlord comes rushing 
in, and, says he, ‘ My lads, you must brush; there s the 
pressgang a-coming.’ Hearing that, the mate and I bolted 
out of the door, and ran for it; but they twigged us, and 
gave chase. They nabbed the mate in less nor no time; but 
I cracked on a press o’ sail, and was dropping them astern 
fast, when, as I was looking back at them over my shoulder, 

I ran stem on to an old fishwife. My eyes, what a crash ! 

I sends her and her sprats a-swimming in the gutter, and 
I falls as flat as a flounder on the pavement, spouting out 
blood from my nose, like a whale. Well, to cut a long yarn 
short, we were taken on board the tender, and afterwaids 
drafted into the Fire-eater frigate, which was stationed on 
the north coast of Ireland. I was very well off on board 
the frigate. ‘ Sharp ’ was the word, to be sure, and the cat 
often wagged her tail; but then, as long as a man was smart 
and willing, he’d never no ’casion to be afeared: there was 
never no favour nor affection there. W^ell, as I said afore, 
we were cruising off the coast of Ireland, when, one day, it 
came on to blow great guns from the westward. For three 
blessed days, there was the little Fire-eater tossing and tum- 
bling, and kicking up her starn, and going through as many 
manoeuvres as a dancing-master, till at last we wcie diiveii 
so far west that we made the coast of Argyle; then ’bout 
ship we went, and stood away again to the eastward. W^ell, 
we carried on for a matter of four-and-twenty hours, with 
a little more northing in the wind, when we made land 
again, and hauled up two or three points to clear it. The 
weather was so thick ye might a’ most have cut it with a 
knife, and there wasn’t such a thing as a dirty face on board, 
the sea made a clean wash of everything, and it blowed — 
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my eyes, how it did blow ! Mayhap, you call this a gale, 
but you wouldn’t have heard it beside that. It was bad 
enough to be on deck, but ten times worse below; a devil 
of a sea smashed in some of the ports, and the leeside of 
the main-deck was three feet deep in water. And then, 
while we were hard at work, stuffing up the holes where 
the water was pouring in, and pumping, there was an aw- 
ful stramash on deck; for there was the land again, close 
aboard of us ahead ‘Wear ship!’ was now the cry, and 
away went the little hooker again on the other tack, and 
bravely did she behave— a better sea-boat never swam; for, 
battered and knocked about as she was, she showed true 
X^liick; no sooner was she knocked over by a sea, than she 
rose again like a duck, though she was forced to shake her 
feathers now and then. Well, at eight-bells in the first 
watch (midnight), we thought it was all up with us again, 
for there was the surf breaking on the rocks little more 
than half-a-mile on the lee-bow — and touch-and-go it was; 
but our tight little barky — though she was anything but 
tight by that time — though she lay over till she was half 
buried alive, looked boldly up in the wind, and shot past 
like a sea-bird. If there hadn’t been such a devil of a 
noise, you might have heard a pin di'op just then. There 
was not a man on deck who did not hold his breath, and 
gasp, when the danger was past, like one that’s just escaped 
drow 2 iing. 

“ ‘ l]y the powers 1’ says I to Bill Jones, ‘that was a close 
shave.’ 

“ ‘ You may say that,’ says he. 

“Just as he was a-speakiiig, the moon shone out, and 
the 1C, not six hundi’ed yards to leeward, wore breakers 
again. The sea was running as high as our tops at the 
time; but beyond and above it we saw the breakers curling 
their white tops, foaming, and dashing, and roaring, as if 
they were raging to get at us, as you may have seen wild 
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T^easts tearing and leaping, and striving to break their 
chain to get out of the menagerie at their prey. Now, in- 
deed, it seemed there was no chance of escape— there was 
no room to wear, and the ship was already half-buried 
under her canvas; our only hoped seemed to be in our 
ground tackle, and. orders were given to clear away the 
anchors, and to have all ready for cutting away the masts. 
That was an awful moment; we thought it was all up with 
us, and there was many a pale cheek, and many a muttered 
prayer for mercy and deliverance; for the worst amongst us 
are glad to look aloft when death is staring us in the face 
l)clow. Our captain was as brave a fellow, and as good a 
seaman, as ever stepped a plank. What his feelings may 
have been, it’s impossible for the likes o’ me to say; but I 
never seed him more cool in a calm than at that moment, 
when the bravest might have flinched, and no man could 
have cast it in his teeth. His voice never shook when he 
gave his orders, loud, clear, and distinct; and his gallant 
bearing cheered the down-hearted, and gave fresh pluck to 
tlie daring. He was a trump, that fellow ! He ordered the 
forctopsail and foresail to be set. It seemed to be a rash 
and dangerous experiment, but it succeeded. Nothing ven- 
ture, nothing win; we might have lost our masts, but we 
saved the ship. The little frigate lay over for a minute, as 
if she was never going to rise no more; all hands thought 
the masts must go, for everything aloft grinned again, and 
tlie rigging was as taut as bars of iron; but it held on, and 
the frigate righted again, and sprung ahead, as you have 
seen a hare make a fresh stretch from the hounds and we 
were all saved. W^e shaved the reef so close, that I in 
blessed if I couldn’t a’most have chucked a biscuit on 
shore.” 

“Mercy!” said the old woman; “what an escape!” 

“ Ay, mother, we sailors have many a narrow squeak for 
it, that you long-shore folks never dream of; but you know, 
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as the song says, ‘There’s a sweet little cherub sits perched 
up aloft, to take care of the life of poor Jack;’ and we’re as 
safe, for the matter o’ that, on the stormy sea, as you are 
on^the terry firmy, as our doctor used to call the land.” 

Weel, but what was the upshot o’ the business?” said 
Willie. 

^ ‘‘Wliy, ye see, though we had escaped so mirac’lously 
like, we were still too near a lee-shore to be quite com- 
fortable; for we’d another headland to weather afore we 
could say we was clear o’ danger. There was never an 
6} e closed on board that night, and a long and weary night 
it V as. Blessed if ever I seed a craft stand up under her 
canvas as our little barky did, carrying on at the rate of 
seven knots an hour, while the sea made a fair breach over 
her every now and then, and made her stagger from stem 
to starn. At last, ‘ old roarer,’ as I’ve heard our doctor 
call the daybreak, made its appearance, and we saw the 
land we was afeared o’, some distance astarn. After that, 
the gale began to moderate, and a fair wind soon took us 
under our anchorage.” 

Here old Janet interrupted her son, with, ‘AVeel, but 
Tam, j e haena tauld us yet hoo ye cam to lose yer leg.” 

“ Never hurry no man’s cattle, mother,” replied the sailor; 
“leave me to spin my own yarn my own way, and I’ll come 
to the end on’t at last; I told you you’d cry out Avast! 
afore I’d done.” 

Hoot, Janet,” said Willie, “let the lad tak his ain gate. 
It just astonishes me to hear him rinnin the words oot sae 
glib, an’ him sic a solid callant as he used to be.” 

“ Weel, weel, gang on, my man; I’ll no meddle wi’ jq ony 
mail’.” 

“Then here goes! Carry on again, says I,” replied Tom. 
“The frigate I belonged to afterwards went on the Ja- 
maica station, and cruised about, to protect the merchant- 
men from the pirates as infested them seas. Well, we 
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were dodging about one night, under topgallantsails, off 
Cape St Antonio, with just wind enough to make the barky 
crawl through the water. It was my look-out on deck, and 
I sees something like a large bird, as it seemed to me, ho- 
vering about in a patch of clear skyj so I stared at it, and 
stared at it, but I couldn’t make out what it could be, for 
it kept moving backwards and forwards, but always in the 
same part of the sky. So I calls the midshipman of the 
watch, and says to him — 

‘‘ ‘ D’ye see that large bird a-flying about there, sir? It’s 
the biggest I ever seed, and it keeps always about the same 
place; I can’t make out what it can be after.’ Well, he 
looks and wonders like myself, and then he goes to fetch 
the night-glass; and, after he’d squinted through it for a 
minute or two, he just mutters to himself, ‘The devil!’ and 
away he runs aft to the luftenant of the watch, and brings 
him a-running back with him. 

“ ‘ Whereabouts ? ’ said the luftenant. 

“‘Til ere, sir; just under that cloud that’s hiding the 
moon.’ 

“‘Ay, so it isl’ said he; ‘I see her spars plain enough; 
nothing but a royal loose — and there’s her hull!’ he con- 
tinued, as the moon broke out, and showed us a long, low, 
rakish-looking square brig, lying as snug as a duck in the 
water, about two miles on our lee-bow. ‘ I don’t like the 
look of her at all,’ says the luff, and away he goes to make 
his report. She seemed to have twigged us at the same time, 
and didn’t like the look of us neither; for, almost before 
the smoke had cleared away from our bows, after we had 
spoken to her with one of the forecastle guns, we could 
hear the pipe on board of her, the night was so still; and, 
in a crack, she was one cloud of canvas, from the truck to 
the lower boom. Blowed if ever I seed a man-of-war do 
the thing smarter. ‘ All hands make sail in chase ! ’ was 
the ciy on board of us, and, in a very short time, the water 



C4 


TALES or THE EOEHEES. 


was talking Spanisli under our Lows. Every stitch of sail 
was packed on the ship: but the stranger stood right away 
before the light breeze, and crawled away from us fast, 
for that was our worst sailing point. We kept a-blazing 
away with our bow guns, to bring her to; but the more 
we fired, the more she wouldn’t stop; and we might just 
as well have fired at the moon, for all the mischief we 
could do her. At daylight, she was hull down ahead; but 
the breeze freshened with the rising sun, and we began 
to fetch up our starnwa}^, and, before noon, we began to 
^’op our shot into her. She wasn’t slow in answering 
at first from her stern guns, which were uncommon well 
sarved, and every now and then walked a ball through 
om sails, but luckily did not strike our masts. We were 
overhauling her in great style, peppering away as fast as 
we could, when all at once she began to yaw about, and, 
giving a broad sheer away to port, she shortened sail, and 
then came to the wind again on the starboard tack, with 
her maintopsail to the mast, and doused a red rag she 
had a-flying at the main. AVe gave over firing, and soon 
bowled up alongside of her, rolled up the small sail, hauled 
up the foresail, and backed the main-yard. Our captain 
hailed her in a devil of a rage, and was answered in some 
lingo I couldn’t understand; but the fellow pointed to his 
boat, as had a plank knocked out of her side; and orders 
were given to man oiu boats, and send them on board, to 
take possession of her. AVell, just as we w^ere a-lowering 
the boats, and all hands pleased at the thoughts of a good 
prize, blowed if she didn’t quietly steal her fore-yard for- 
ward a little, to gather way, and before you could say Jack 
Eobinson, she was braced sharp up, with all her small kites 
set, and, as she stood across our bow^s, she pitched it into 
us in style. It was a blind look-out, sartinly, to let the 
sneaking scoundrel slip through our fingers that way; but 
there was no help for it now. The boats were secured 
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again; and in a few minutes we were after her. As long 
as the breeze held strong and steady, we had rather the 
best on’t; but it soon began to die away, and then we 
thought we would lose her for sartin, when a lucky shot 
crippled her gaff, which soon snapped like a carrot. Now 
that so much after-sail was off her, she couldn’t keep her 
wind, and we neared her fast. ‘ Don’t spare her, my lads !’ 
shouted the captain; and we did pour the grape and canister 
into her in fine style, till she was a regular wreck: but she 
si lowed pluck to the last, and kept blazing away at us as 
long as she was able. At last she got tired, and gave over 
firing, and struck her colours. The boats were well manned 
and armed, and were again sent to take possession of her; 
the frigate running almost alongside, and threatening to 
blow her out of the water, if she attempted any further re- 
sistance. When we were coming up under her quarter in 
the boats, we heard the sound of loud quarrelling on board, 
and when we got fairly on the quarterdeck, we found the 
captain of the pirate swearing like a trooper, and saying as 
how his crew had betrayed him, like cowardly dogs, as 
they were. He kept stamping up and down the deck like 
mad, looking as if he could eat the luftenant, when he 
took his sword from him. Ten or twelve desperate-looking 
rough’ uns as ever I seed gathered round him, muttering that 
it was better to die on the quarterdeck like men, than hang 
like dogs at the yardarm, and all at once they snatched 
up some tommyhawks as was lying on the deck, and made 
a desperate rush upon us. We had an awful tussle for it; 
and, just as we were in the thick on’t, hand to hand, up 
runs a young man from below, and sings out to us, ‘Save 
me — save me!’ As soon as the pirate captain seed him, he 
ran at him hke a tiger, and, seizing him by the throat, 
shouted out, ‘Dead men tell no tales!’ and raised his 
tommyhawk to cleave him to the skull. Poor lad ! he 
th ought his signal for sailing was made, that it was all up 
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with him. He muttered, ‘Mercy I mercy !’ But poor mercy 
would he have met with, if I hadn’t run up just in time, 
and fetched the fellow a slash with my cutlass, which made 
him drop the tommyhawk like a hot potato. He left the 
lad, and turned round upon me, gnashing his teeth like 
nothing at all with very rage, and, before I had time to 
wink my eye, he snatches a loaded pistol out of my belt, 
and smashes my leg to shivers. Down I dropped; but be- 
fore he could finish what he had begun so cleverly, a pistol 
flashed close to his head, and he staggered, and fell, never 
to rise no more. When I came to my senses again, I found 
mj'sclf in the sick-bay, on board my own ship. The sur- 
geon was forced to cut off my leg to save my life; and when 
we arrived at Port Royal, I was sent ashore to the hospital, 
and afterwards got my discharge.” 

“An’ what o’ the — what d’j'e ca’ them — rats?” said old 
Janet. 

‘‘Oh, they were taken into Port Royal, and tried for 
piracy; there was lots of evidence against them, the blood- 
tliirsty rascals, and they were all hanged, except three or 
four. And so there s an end of my yarn, father; and a pre- 
cious long one, I daresay, you think it is; and here am 1 
come home a poor useless cripple, to moor myself for life, 
if so be you’ll let me come to an anchor under your lee.” 

“ Ay, my boy,” replied the old man, clapping him kindly 
on the shoulder, “as long’s there’s a plack to the fore in 
the purse, or a gowpenfu’ o’ meal in the kist, ye’se aye be 
welcome to a share.” 

“True-blue for ever!” shouted Tom; “but, father, it’s 
not come to that yet; I’m not going to anchor without 
paying the harbour dues. Here,” continued he, tossing a 
well-filled purse to the old man; “ I haven’t been so long 
afloat for nothing; there’s a good whack of prize-money 
there, and I’ll come in for a pension by and by, if I’ve 
luck” 
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“Keep it ycrsel, Tam,” replied Willie; “I’m no gauii to 
touch a bawbee o’t. Gude be thankit ! I hae aneugh an’ to 
spare.” 

Finding his father firm in his refusal, Tom at last said — 

“ Well, well, keep it for me, if you won’t keep it for your- 
self. It won’t keep company with me long; for, somehow, 
whenever I cast off the standing part of a guinea, it devilish 
soon unreeves itself in quarter less no time. Stow it away 
in your own lockers, and serve it out to me now and then, 
when I wants baccy.” 

As this seemed a very rational kind of arrangement, the 
old man consented to become his son’s banker. 

“ And now that I’ve run all my line off the reel, father, 
you must give me a spell, and let’s hear aU that’s been put 
down in your log since I left you.” 

“Oh, it’s no muckle I hae to tell, Tam,” replied he; “ae 
day has been as like the ane that gaed afore’t, as ae pear to 
anither; I was born here, and here I’ll maist likely dee.” 

“But what’s become o’ bonny Jean Cameron, father? 
I remember well how fond I was of her, when I was a boy 
at school; I’ve oft thought on her, when we’ve been keeping 
up Saturday night, at sea. Many’s the tot I’ve emptied to 
licr health.” 

“She’s still to the fore, Tam, and ’maist as bonny as 
ever; she was married four years syne, but she’s a widov/ 
noo.” He then went on to tell his son the other changes 
that had taken place since his departure, the iDrinciioal of 
which was the death of his late master and kind friend, 
ISIurray of Greenha’. “ He was a guid freend to me,” said 
Willie, drawing the back of his hand over his eyes; “but 
he’s gane noo. I’ve nae cause to compleen o’ my present 
maister, for a kinder couldna be; but he’ll never be to me 
like him that’s gane.” 

James Hamilton, old Willie Duncan’s present master, 
had made a large fortune in the West India trade, and was 
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proprietor of a valuable estate in Jamaica. For a seiles of 
years, so rapidly had he amassed wealth, that he seemed to 
be a peculiar favourite of Fortune; but Fortune has ever been 
a capricious dame, and those who are apparently highest in 
her good graces, are often made to feel how uncertain is the 
tenure by which they hold them. She seems, like some of 
the savages of the western world, to pamper her victims 
with the good things of this life, only to make them feel 
more keenly the reverses she is preparing for them. James 
Hamilton was one of those men, unfortunately too rare, 
who do not allow themselves to be dazzled by the flattering 
appearances of present prosperity, but who, aware of the 
changeable and fleeting natui'e of all earthly loosscssions, 
hold on the even tenor of them course, with minds prepared 
for every vicissitude. He always acted upon high and pure 
principle, and never, in the height of prosperity, forgot that 
the same Supreme Benefactor, who in his bounty had blessed 
him with abundance, might, in his wisdom, think fit to try 
him with adversity. He was a Idnd-hearted and hberal 
man, hut withal cool, quiet, and methodical in his manners 
and actions. Heedless of the opinion of the world, he acted 
up to the dictates of his own conscientious feelings of right 
and wrong; and his strict notions of evenhanded justice 
often led him to enter into engagements, and to i^erform ac- 
tions, which, though perfectly just and rigidly honest, bore, 
in the eyes of a misjudging world, the impress of calculat- 
ing selfishness and niggardly ilUberality. But, notwith- 
standing, there was such straightforward honesty, such 
child-like, confiding simplicity, and such puie and unpre- 
tending Christianity, evident in his character, that it was 
impossible for those who knew him well not to esteem and 
love him. His principal failing was one which “leaned to 
virtue’s side.” Upright, and honourable, and candid, he 
thought all others like himself, and was often the dupe ol 
designing and crafty men; who, with more Avoiidly wisdom. 
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were far liis inferiors in judgment, and sound, practical 
sense; but who practised upon his confiding nature by the 
semblance of qualities which they did not possess. He had 
long been blessed with the companionship of an amiable 
and excellent wife; and, when she was snatched from him 
by a sudden and virulent disorder, he could ill have borne his 
bereavement, had he not been supported by the conviction 
that she was only removed to a purer and happier state of 
existence; and he bowed with submission to the decrees of 
that Being who ‘^doeth all things wisely.” His only son, 
John, who had been an object of most tender solicitude to 
both his parents, had been educated with the greatest care; 
and, though apparently born the heh* to great wealth, had 
undergone a regular probation in a mercantile house in the 
city, of which he hoped soon to become a partner. Many 
of the elder Hamilton’s friends had expressed their surprise 
at his clioice of a profession for his son, and wondered that, 
rolling in wealth, as he was supposed to be, he should com 
demn his heir to the drudgery of a counting-house: but 
events proved that he had acted wisely and well. The sud- 
den and totally unexpected failure of a large West India 
liouse with which he was connected, and to support which 
he had advanced considerable sums, gave the first shock to 
liis credit; and, as is often the case, reverse followed reverse 
afterwards, until utter ruin seemed to be inevitable. Un- 
dazzlcd by prosperity, Hamilton proved himself to be equally 
unshaken by adversity. His character as a mercantile man 
stood so high for unimpeachable integrity and indefatigable 
industry, that he might- have made head for some years 
longer against the stream of adverse circumstances, and 
might, perhaps, eventually have overcome them; but the 
plain path of duty was the one he had followed through 
life, and he did not desert it now. He immediately wound 
up his affairs, and, having settled with his creditors to the 
uttermost farthing, he found himself almost destitute. 
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with the exception of his personal property, and the West 
India estate; which, however, had for some years harely 
paid its own expenses. It was now that Hamilton had 
reason to rejoice that his beloved son had, by his wise 
foresight, been rendered independent of circumstances, and 
had been bred up in habits which would enable him soon 
to acquire a comfortable establishment for himself. He 
immediately sold his house and furniture, and retired to a 
humble lodging in the city, where, with patient and laud- 
able energy, he exerted himself to recover the ground he 
had lost. Sudden and unexpected as his reverses had 
been, he never murmured at the hardship of his lot, con- 
vinced that all the dispensations of Providence are wisely 
and mercifully ordered, and happy in the consciousness 
that he had nothing to reproach himself with, as far as 
concerned his dealing with his fellow-men. About this time, 
his son John was sent out to Jamaica, on some mercantile 
speculation, by the house with which he was connected, and 
obtained permission to remain some time on the island, to 
inquire into tlic management of his father’s plantation; 
and, if necessary and i:>ossiblc, to effect its sale. He was 
about twenty-four j'ears of age; tall, and handsome in 
his apiDoarance, and a youth of excellent disiDOsitions and 
steady principles. B^^his persevering and conscientious at- 
tention to his duties, he had gained the confidence and es- 
teem of his cmplo3'ers, and had acquired the character of an 
active and clever man of business. He had long been a sc- 
cret admirer of Ellen Winterton, the orphan child of an of- 
ficer in the army, and who was Irving under the guardian- 
ship of the head of his firm. Accustomed, however, always 
to keep his feelings under control, and to regulate his desires 
by tlie rules of honour and of prudence, 3'oung Hamilton did 
not think himself justified in making his in’oposals in form, 
until fortune should have enabled him to do so as an inde- 
pendent man. The change in his father’s circumstances, 
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wliile it called for fresh exertions on his i)art, seemed to 
separate him still more widely from the object of his wishes; 
but he bore his prolonged probation with cheerfulness, and 
his grief at parting with Ellen was almost neutralised by the 
animating prospect of serving his beloved father. After an 
absence of some months, during which he had written home 
several times, a letter was received from him, announcing 
his having left Kingston harbour, in the fast-sailing, well- 
armed merchant-ship, the Delight, and expressing his hope 
soon to join his father again. Fortune, in the meanwhile, 
had smiled again upon the elder Hamilton, in a way he little 
expected. He was surprised one evening by the receipt of 
a note from a gentleman, whose signature was unlmown to 
him, and who requested a personal interview with him next 
morning, at a neighbouring coffee-house. Thither he re- 
paired accordingly, wondering what could be the nature of 
the communication the stranger wished to make to him. 

“Mr Hamilton, I believer’ said a gentleman, dressed in 
deep mourning, to whom the waiter x3ointed him out, as he 
entered the room. “ I Icnow you well by name and cha- 
racter, Mr Hamilton, though I have not the happiness of 
your joersonal acquaintance, and I am happy to be the bearer 
of xdcasing intelligence to you. I am one of the executors 
of Mr Murray of Greenha’, who died childless, and, in con- 
sequence of the demise of his near relations, has made you 
lus heir; and I have to congratulate you upon your acces- 
sion to a valuable landed XDroperty and a handsome fortune.” 

Mr Hamilton was not a little surprised at this announce- 
ment. Murray of Greenha’ was a distant relation of his 
late father; but the families had had no communication for 
several years, and he had almost forgotten that such a per- 
son was in existence. This unexpected revolution, by which 
he was again restored from poverty to Avcalth and comfort, 
excited his warmest feelings of gratitude and thankfulness 
towards that Being in whom he had always trusted with 
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wnwavcnug confidence. He immediately set off to the north, 
to visit his newly-acquired property, and to earry into effect 
the provisions of his benefactor’s will. Among other duties 
devolved upon him, was that of providing for our friend 
AVilhe Duncan, whose upright, manly character, and gi'ate- 
ful attachment to his late master, gave him strong claims 
upon the good-will and respect of his successor. He had 
been some time in the north when he heard of his son’s 
having left Jamaica; but months instead of weeks had 
elapsed, and still no further accounts had been received of 
him, and he began to be seriously alarmed on his account. 
His agent in town, in reply to his anxious inquiries, in- 
formed liim that the Delight was known to have left King- 
ston harbour at the time specified, but that she had not 
since been heard of ; and, as she was so very much beyond 
hei expected time, and several ships had arrived in England, 
vliich had only just reached the harbour when she left it, 
there was now little doubt of her loss. This was sad news 
to the elder Hamilton, and it required the exercise of all 
his Christian fortitude to enable him to bear up under the 
heavy dispensation. He had gained unexpected wealth; 
but he for whom he prized it had been snatched from him. 
One afternoon, shortly after the retimi of the sailor, Tom 
Duncan, Mr Hamilton was sauntering, in a melancholy 
mood, along the high road near Greenha’, and was scarcely 
aroused from his abstraction by the rattling of a post- 
chaiiot, which was almost upon him before he was aware 
(J its approach. “Stop! — stop!” said a voice from the 
inside, ffhe door was dashed oj^en, and in a moment the 
l)ewildercd father was in the arms of his long-lost son. It 
was some time before either of them could speak. At last, 
the father sobbed out — 

IM}/ deal , dear son ! I thought you were torn from me 
lor ever! Heaven be praised for all its mercies! I shall 
now die happy. But how have I been so cruelly deceived? 
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They told me 5^ou 'were lost, and my heart was almost 
broken. But come, come away to the house, and, after 
you have refreshed yourself, you can gratify my curiosity.” 
On entering the house, John congratulated his father most 
affectionately on the change that had taken place in his 
affairs. “ I am glad of it on your account, John; for my- 
self, I care not. I was as happy with my crust and cheese, 
and with my consciousness that I was doing my duty, as I 
am now — rich beyond my fondest hopes. Yes, John, I 
thank Heaven, for myself, that I am blessed with a con- 
tented spirit; and, for you^ that, when I die, you will be 
amply provided for.” As soon as John had done ample 
justice to the substantial lunch placed before him, his father 
said to him, ‘‘ If you are not much fatigued, we will take a 
stroll, and, while I am showing you the lions, you can be 
telling me your adventures.” 

“ With all my heart,” replied he. 

“When we left Kingston harbour in the Delight, we 
were all in high glee, in the anticipation of a speedy and 
pleasant voyage. Our ship was one of the fastest of her 
class, well armed, and manned with an active and spirited 
crew; so that, to all human appearance, we had little to 
dread, either from man or the elements. We had scarcely 
lost sight of the land, when the wind died away to a dead 
calm, and the sea became as smooth and clear as a mirror, 
glancing back the reflection of a bright and cloudless moon. 
The sails flapped heavily against the masts, as the ship 
rolled helpless and unmanageable in the long swell, and tlie 
water dripped from her channels, as she rose again, after 
dipping them deep into the sea. All at once a small, dark 
cloud appeared on the larboard beam. 

“ ‘ Oh, it’s nothing,’ said the mate. 

“Not so thought the captain, who fortunately came upon 
deck at the time. 

‘■^All liands shorten sail!’ shouted he. ‘Bear a hand! 
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Up foresail !— in royals and topgallantsails ! Brace the yaids 
round to port ! Stand by topsail — ^haulyards and sheets ! ’ 

“These orders were barely carried into effect, when a 
sudden and tremendous squall struck the ship. The small 
sails were clued up, and the topsailyards on the caps; but 
the gallant little bark staggered under the shock, lay over 
till her gunwale almost touched the water, struggled for a 
moment, and then rose again. The squall had overtaken 
them with lightning-like rapidity, and was gone again al- 
most as quicldy. A few moments before, and a neater and 
snugger ship never swam the water — now, she was almost 
a wreck aloft. The foretoiDmast was hanging over the side, 
the jib-boom gone, the maintop-gallant-mast snapped short 
above the step, and the maintopsail in tatters. All this de- 
solation had been the work of a moment; the demon of the 
storm liad passed, and all was again calm. 

“ ‘ Thank Heaven it’s no worse ! ’ said the cai3tain. ‘ Two 
minutes sooner, and we should all have been lost ! Better 
lose a few sticks than the ship herself. But this will be a 
warning to 3^011, Mr Rogers,’ said he to the mate, ‘not to be 
foolhard}" for the future.’ 

“ All hands were immediately set to work to clear away 
the wreck of the spars, and were busily employed all night. 
It was late in the forenoon before the week of the foretop- 
inast was launched clear of the ship, and a new maintopsail 
bent. During this interval, a light breeze had sprung up, 
and a strange sail hove in sight to windward. The cai^tain 
mounted the rigging, and got his glass to bear upon her, and, 
after a long and anxious look, paced the quarterdeck with 
hurried and irregular steps, glancing uneasil}’’ aloft, and 
hailing the men to bear a hand with their mast-ropes. 

“ ‘ Rogers,’ said he to the mate, at the same time hand- 
ing him the glass, ‘take a look at that craft, and tell me 
V hat 3'ou think of her.’ 

“ The mate looked long and carefully at her, and, return- 
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ing tkc gkiSB lo liiB superior, looked doulDtingly and inq^uLr- 
ingly in hi* facjc, and shook his head — ^ 

“‘I don’t like the look of her at all, sir.’ 

" *Nor I, Rogers; however, we’ll say nothing about her 
just now. If the air continues so light, it will take her 
some time to reach us, and we must make good use of the 
opportunity. Hurry the men vritb. the topmast. Heaven 
send us a cloudy night ! As soon as ii is dax'k, we 11 alter 
our course.’ 

“ By dint of hard work, and a suspicion among the crew 
that the stranger was an unpleasant neighbour, we were all 
ataunto, as the sailors call it, before midnight, and were 
standing away before the light breeze. At daylight, the 
captain’s glass swept the horizon, and soon rested upon the 
object of his search. A long and steady gaze seemed to con- 
firm both him and the mate in their first suspicion. The 
vessel, now considerably nearer us, had been evidently 
watching our motions, and was as evidently in pursuit of 
us. She was a long, low, rakish-looking brig, creeping 
along before the faint breeze, and aiding its efforts with her 
sweeps. 

“ ‘ It’s the Dare-Devil, sir !’ said the mate, his cheek pal- 
ing as he spoke; ‘ I know her now by the black fiddlehead, 
and her mast-heads black. A bloodier pirate never swam. 
The Lord have mercy upon us, for he won’t ! ’ 

“ ‘Gall the hands aftl’ said the cax)tain. 

“ The men assembled on the quarterdeck in stern silence. 
They seemed to anticipate what was to follow; but it was 
evident theirs was not the quietness of fear, but of determi- 
nation. 

“‘My lads,’ said the captain, ‘that stranger, w^e have 
every reason to believe, is a pirate. If there had been any- 
thing of a breeze, we might have escaped; but now, our 
only chance is to show her what mettle we’re made of. You 
will have to fight for your lives; for so soon as they set foot 
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on this deck, they will murder every soul on board. AVJiat 

say you, my ladsi Will you die like dogs, or fighting like 
brave men?’ 

A simultaneous cheer from the crew was the only reply, 
and they were immediately dismissed to prepare for the im- 
pending conflict. 

“‘Ah, there she shows her teeth at last,’ said the captain, 
as a i^uff of smoke burst from the brig, followed by the 
flash and report of a gun, the ball from which struck the 
water some distance from us. 

“ ‘ It is of no use our attempting to escape, Eogers !’ said 
the captain; ‘he is gaining upon us fast. We will not 

fire a gun till he is close aboard of us, and till every shot 
Avill tell.” 

The guns were all loaded with grape, the fire-arms 
placed in readiness on deck, and the men ordered to lie 
down at their quarters, and not to fire a shot till the order 
was given. Meantime, the pirate rapidly approached, and 
her shot began to tell upon our rigging and sails. The De- 
light kept steadily on her course; but her yards, which had 
been nearly square, were drawn quietly forward, one by 
one, to port. The pirate was sweeping up at some little 
distance on oiu* quarter, and had hailed us to heave to 
dhectly, or she would sink us. “Now, my lads,’ said oiu* 
captain, ‘be cool and steady. I’m going to cross his hawse; 
as soon as the guns bear upon him, blaze away.’ 

“ The helm was put a-starboard, and, as we crossed the 
bows, we poui’ed our grape into him. The fire was not 
such a rahing one as we expected; for he was too quick for 
us, and sheered to port almost as soon as om'selves; but it 
was evident that we had almost sickened him, for he 
widened his distance, and before night was almost huU- 
do'wn to windward of us. 

“ ‘I hope we have got rid of our troublesome customer, 
sir/ said Rogers to the captain. 
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“‘Don’t halloo till you’re through the wood,’ replied he; 

* we haven’t done with him yet, I’m afraid. I’m much mis- 
taken if he is not trying to play a game at humbug with 
us; as soon as it is dark, he will edge down upon us, and 
endeavour to take us by surprise. We will keep the 
men at quarters all night, and haul close to the wind, 
on the starboard tack, when darkness comes on.” 

“At nightfall strict orders were given that all the lights 
should be put out, except that in the binnacle; and the 
ship’s course was altered. W^e were in great hopes that 
by tliese means we should elude the pursuit of the pirate; 
for, though the breeze was still light, the night was dark 
and cloudy, and the mate, after sweeping the horizon with 
his night-glass, said, in a joyous tone, to the captain — 

“ ‘ I think we have outwitted him, sir; I see no signs of 
him now.’ 

*• ‘Let me look,* said the captain. ‘ Holloa! What is 
that dark body to the northward % That infernal brig, 
I’ll be bound. How could he have seen us 

As he spoke, his eye glanced aloft, and there, to his 
great surprise, was a light shining at the mizentop- 
ga) Ian t masthead ! 

“‘What light is that V shouted he ; ‘who has dared 
to disobey the orders ? Jump up there, one of yon boys, 
and douce it. Rogers, there’s a traitor on board.’ 

Then Jose is the man, sir 1’ 

“ ‘The Delight had lost a few hands in harbour, by fever ; 
and, a few days before she sailed, a Portuguese seaman had 
been shipped to supply the place of one of them. He was 
an active, able-bodied fellow, and produced excellent certi- 
ficates from former ships ; but there was something ex- 
tremely forbidding and repulsive in his countenance, and 
the mate was very unwilling to obey Captain Forbes’s order 
toreceive him on board. He was a man of few words ; but 
his eyes were constantly wandering, with a furtive glance. 
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round the ship; and, when he did speak, it was geneiall# 
to express his fear of pirates, and to inquire into the means 
of defence, of the Delight. On the evening before the ship 
sailed, he went on shore as one of the boat’s crew, but did 
not make his appearance again till next morning. For 
this breach of duty he made some plausible excuse, which 
was unfortunately accepted. It was afterwards proved 
that he was one of the crew of the pirate, and had been 
employed to gain all the information in his power, as to our 

guns, time of sailing, &c., and to make private signals, if 
necessary. 

“ The brig kept hovering about till daylight, and then 
bore down upon us, and, when within range, fired a shot 
across our bows, to make us heave to. To this salutation 
no answer was retimied, but we stood steadily on, as be- 
fore, reserving oui' fire for closer quarters. Shot after shot 
was diopped into us, but still not a hand was moved on 
board. At last the pirate came within hail, and swore with 
the most horrid oaths that he would sink us, if we did not 
immediately heave to. 

N^oav, my lads, stand b^’" ! ’ The men were on their feet 
in a moment. ‘ Starboard a little ! Fire ! ’ Again our gi^ape 
rattled into her, and we could judge, by the bustle on her 
decks, and by the loud cries and execrations that reached 
oiu' ears, that our fire had been a destructive one. Two of 
our men were killed by his discharge, and oim boat amid- 
ships smashed to pieces; but he again sheered off, and, 
shaking his sails in the wind, dropped slowly astern. Again 
our hopes revived, but only to be miserably disappoiified. 
When he was beyond the range of our short carronades, he 
kept di opping shot after shot into us, with deadly precision 
from his long gun. 

Fogeis, said the cajotain, ‘if this game lasts long, it is 
all up with us; unless the breeze freshens, we shall all be 
murdered like so many sheep.’ 
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In vain did we endeavour to come to closer quarters with 
him; as we shortened sail, so did he. Our guns were use- 
less, while — crash— -crash — crash — followed each remorseless 
shot from his long twelve. The breeze, instead of freshen- 
ing, gradually died away to a calm, and we lay entirely at 
his mercy, for he kept sweeping round us, and, unhurt him- 
self, inflicted deadly injuries upon us. At last, we lay a 
complete wreck upon the water; our gallant captain was 
killed, and fifteen of the men either dead or desperately 
wounded, and the gallant, but exhausted remnant of the 
crew were persuaded by the mate to consent to surrender. 
Our colours were accordingly hauled down; yet the pirate 
for some time paid no attention to this mark of submission 
on our part, but seemed determined to gratify his thirst for 
slaughter, by putting his threat of sinking us into execution. 
At last he ceased firing, and, sweeping up on our quarter, 
hailed to order the captain of the Delight on board. 

“ ‘ Our captain is killed, and we have not a boat left that 
can swim.’ 

‘ Oh, then, if you can’t come to me, I must go and fetch 
you !’ A boat, well manned, soon pushed off from the pi- 
rates, and in a few minutes dashed alongside of us. The 
first man who boarded us was the captain, as ferocious- 
looking a monster as I ever beheld; and his followers, who 
swarmed up the side after him, were, in appearance, worthy 
of their leader. They rushed on board with cries of exul- 
tation and rage, brandishing their cutlasses, and shouting, 
‘Down with them!’ ‘ Cut them down, and make an end of 
them at once!’ And they were proceeding to put their 
threats into execution, when they were checked in a moment 
by the loud and commanding tones of the captain. ‘ Stand 
back, all of you ! I’ll shoot the first man that lays a hand 
upon them! No, no, my lads; it would be letting the ras- 
cals off too cheap to kill them at once; we’ll despatch them 
in pairs at a time; there are twelve of them, so we shall 
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have six days’ sport instead of one.’ This proposal was re- 
ceived with shouts of savage Joy by the crew. ‘We’Jl 
keep these two till the last,’ continued he, pointing to the 
mate and myself, ‘that they may have the pleasure of 
seeing all their comrades walk the plank before them. But, 
come my lads, be smart; we have no time to lose; put all 
these fellows on board our little hooker; and then we’ll 
see what’s to be done below.’ We were all immediately 
forced into the boat, and rowed on board the brig, where 
some of us were put in irons, and others lashed to ring- 
bolts on the deck. The boat then returned, and the work 
of plunder commenced; and for some hours the pirate 
crew were busily employed in transfeiving to the brig all 
the valuables they could lay their hands upon on board the 
Delight. When they had taken everything available, they 
scuttled the ship, and left her, and obliged us, with many 
taunts and blows, to watch for the catastrophe. It was a 
heartrending sight to us all to see our gallant little ship 
gradually settling in the water, rolling deep and uneasily, 
till at last, after a heavy lurch, she dipped her bulwarks 
low into the water, and, struggling in vain to recover her- 
self, sank to rise no more. A groan of horror burst from 
us all; we felt as if our last connecting link with humanity 
was broken; we were left powerless in the hands of monsters 
in human form, but with the spirit of demons. Alas ! our 
fears were but too well verified: that very evening two of 
our poor shipmates, after having been tormented in the 
most savage manner, were blindfolded, and compelled to 
walk out upon a plank launched from the gangway, from 
tb.o end of which they fell into the sea, shrieldng with 
lu rror as they fell. As their bodies ifiunged heavily into 
the smooth water, the captain turned to us with a savage 
sneer, and said — 

“ ‘ They were too well fed by half; when it comes to your 
tu]‘n. you won’t make such a disturbance amongst the fishes.’ 
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But why need I dwell longer upon these horrors? Tor 
five succeeding days, the same murderous scene was en- 
actedj we were fed on bread and water, and tormented in 
every way that cruelty could suggest, and then had the 
horror of witnessing the death of our companions, and of 
anticipating the same cruel fate for ourselves. At last the 
mate and I were the only survivors, and we were brought 
to the gangway, to mount the same fatal plank which had 
been the instrument of death to our unfortunate ship- 
mates. Our eyes were blindfolded, and, weak and ex- 
hausted as we were, we looked forward to death as an easy 
and happy release from our miseries. We bade each other 
farewell 

“ ‘ Our murderers allow us one blessing, Eogers,’ said I— 

‘ to die together.’ 

“ That remark saved my life. 

“ ‘A blessing is it?’ exclaimed the captain; ‘then it’s one 
that Til be hanged if you enjoy. You shall go to the devil 
by yom’self. Take the handkerchief off that sentimental 
gentleman’s eyes, and let him see his dear friend take a 
leap in the dark. He can moralise about it tiU to-morrow 
evening.’ 

“Poor Rogers! I did indeed feel deserted, when the 
sullen plunge announced that the sea had closed over its 
prey! To this refinement in cruelty on the part of the 
pirate, however, I eventually owed my deliverance. Slowly 
and painfully did the first hours of that night pass over my 
head. My thoughts constantly recurred to the horrors I 
had witnessed, and to the dreadful doom that awaited me 
on the morrow. The tears filled my eyes as I prayed for 
forgiveness of my past sins, and for strength to support 
me through the coming trial The brig was tumbling 
about on the almost calm sea, with all sails furled, except 
the topgallantsail, which by some chance had broken adidft, 
and the crew, not excepting the look-out man, were all 
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asleep, wlien all at once the report of a gun came hooming 
over the water. The sound acted like magic upon the 
slumbering crew— they were on the alert in a moment — 
the sails were set with wonderful quickness — the sweeps 
were manned, and the little schooner rippling through the 
water. Next morning we had distanced the stranger con- 
siderably, and the pirate was in great hopes of escaping; 
but the breeze freshened, and before noon the frigate, for 
such she proved to be, had gained so much upon us, that 
her shot began to tell upon us. I was now hurried below, 
and a sentry was placed over me; the captain ordering him 
to blow my brains out if I attempted to escape, and adding, 

‘ I’ll settle his account by and by.’ It was with impatience 
almost amounting to agony that I listened to the strange 
medley of sounds which reached my ear — the creaking of 
the sweeps, the curses and shouts of our crew cheering each 
other at their work, the loud report of our guns, and the 
more faint and distant sound of those of the frigate; and I 
prayed for deliverance — prayed that some lucky ball might 
find its way into the cabin, and put an end to my suspense 
and to my miseries at once. At last the sound of the sweeps 
ceased. I heard the rattling of blocks and the sound of 
running feet. I felt, by the motion of the vessel, that some 
alteration was made ui her course, and then — I burst into 
tears — I heard a voice hailing the brig! I felt that the 
hour of my deliverance was at hand, and I breathed a prayer 
of silent thankfulness to Heaven. Again there was a move- 
ment on deck, the brig laid over to the breeze, and a loud 
shout burst from her crew, as they discharged the guns. 
Merciful powers ! she had escaped; and my spirit sank 
within me. But the avenger of blood was behind us, and 
his voice spoke in the thunder of his guns. I heard a 
crash upon deck, then the noise of something coming down 
from aloft, followed by the muttered curses of my sentry, 
as he exclaimed, ‘The gaff is gone!’ The report of the 
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frigate’s guns now became louder and louder, and the little 
brig absolutely staggered, when the grape - shot rattled 
against her sides. Her crew, however, seemed to be fight- 
ing with the desperation of madmen, for they maintained a 
warm fire. At last all was silent on board; the firing 
ceased, and not even a voice could be heard. Presently I 
heard the dash of oars; then the grating of a boat against 
the vessel’s side; then loud and angry voices, and after- 
wards all the sounds of a desperate conflict. I looked up 
the companion — my sentinel had deserted his post, to join 
in the fray. I saw the boat’s crew of the frigate engaged 
ill a deadly struggle with the pirates. I rushed over to 
them, and had just joined them, calling for help, when the 
pirate captain seized me by the shoulder, and raised his 
tomahawk to cleave me to the deck. Weak as I was, 1 
must have fiillen a victim to his fury, had not a gallant 
sailor rushed between us, and inflicted a severe wound upon 
his upraised arm. I saw my brave deliverer fall immedi- 
ately afterwards by a pistol-shot; but he was well avenged; 
for the next moment the pirate fell lifeless on his body. I 
saw no more. I was carried, in a state of insensibility, on 
board the frigate, and it was long before I recovered from 
the effects of my severe discipline on board the pirate. As 
soon as I was sufficiently recovered, I wished to hasten 
homewards immediately; but I was obliged to remain, to 
give evidence against the crew of the piratical brig, all of 
whom, with the exception of three or four, suffered the ex- 
treme penalties of the law. And now, my dear father, my 
tale is at an end, and grateful am I to the merciful Provi- 
dence which has restored me to your arms.” 

“My dear, dear son! — doubly endeared to me by the 
dangers you have undergone on my account — I am tliank- 
fid that my altered fortunes now enable me to gratify what 
I know to be the dearest wish of your heart. Go to her, 
John — go to Miss Winterton — she is worthy of you: no 
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longer restrained by the clog of poverty, you may freely in- 
dulge the feelings of your heart.” 

As the father and son were walking along the road, they 
saw two men approaching them at some distance. 

“Whom have we here?” said John Hamilton. 

“One of them is old Willie Duncan, a cottar of mine; 
and who the lame man is that is with him I know not. By 
the by, I heard that his son was returned from sea; perhaps 
that’s the man.” 

Willie Duncan respectfully saluted his master, when he 
approached, and said — 

“I was just bringing my son to ” 

“Good heavens!” exclaimed John Hamilton, gazing ear- 
nestly at the disabled man; “ it cannot be — yes, it is — ^my 
brave deliverer 1 My gallant fellow,” continued he, shak- 
ing him heartily by the hand, “ how rejoiced I am to see 
you, and to have an opportunity to prove my gratitude to 
you! I heard you were dead — how did you escape?” 

“Why, blow me, your honour, if you didn’t take me 
quite aback. I couldn’t make you out at first — ^you’re twice 
the man you were when I see’d you on the phate’s deck; 
and I’d never no thoughts of falling in with you so near 
home. I’m right glad, however, to see your honour once 
more.” 

“Duncan,” said Hamilton, senior, with a trembling voice, 

“ I owe you a debt I can never repay. You lost your limb 
in saving the life of my son — it shall be my endeavour to 
make the loss to you as light as possible.” 

“ And is the gentleman the son of my father’s good mas- 
ter? Then a fig for the leg ! — it couldn’t have been lost in 
a better cause. And, as for gratitude, sir, you owe me none; 
his honour, here, would have done the same for me, if the 
case had been reversed, like — if he’d been the sailor, and 
I’d been the gemman.” 

“ Y^ell, well, my good fellow — no doubt — we won’t argue 
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on that point; only tell me how I can serve you, and I will 
do so, to the best of my ability.” 

“ Why, your honour, I wants for nothing just now. I’ve 
got a lot of prize-money, and my father’s snug roadstead 
to anchor in; but, if your honour likes to give me a few 
ounces of baccy, I won’t say but what I’ll be obligated to 
you.” 

‘‘ A modest request, certainly,” said Mr Hamilton, laugh- 
ing; “ but we must give you something better than tobacco, 
and as much of that as you like into the bargain. Come, 
William, as your son won’t speak, you must do so for him. 
Tell me how I can best serve him.” 

A whispering consultation here took place between father 
and son, which was put a stop to by the latter addressing 
Idr Hamilton in a sheepish, confused manner, twirling his 
hat in his hands at the same time, and feeling the rim all 
around, as if to ascertain that it was all there. 

“ Why, your honour, asyoui' honour’s so kind Blow’d 

if I can speak about it, father! You see, your honour, I’m 
a first-rate hand at a yarn on a Saturday night; but, some- 
how, my jawing- tacks gets all bedevilled when I begins to 
speak about she^ 

“ And who’s she?” said Mr Hamilton, laughing — ‘‘some 
old sweetheart that has been waiting for you?” 

“ Why, it’s bonny J ean Cameron that was when I went 
away. She’s a widow now, your honoui', and, as I wants to 
be spliced, and she’s no objection, why, if it’s not making too 
bold, if your honour would let us have one of your empty 
cottages, we’d join company at once, and sail together for 
the rest of our cruise.” 

We need hardly say that the sailor’s request was cheer- 
fully granted; and in a few weeks he and his wife were 
happily settled in a neat cottage, comfortably and substan- 
tially furnished by Mr Hamilton, who likewise settled upon 
111 in an annul tj’’, sufficient to keep him from want, but not 
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qualified to enjoy prosperity. 
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THE PEOFESSOR’S TALES. 

THE THREE BRETHREN. 

Togetlier such as brethren arc. 

In unity to dwell.” 

The unity of the three brethren about whom I am going to 
speak is complete: some are united in heart and soul, but 
tliese are united in body and frame : closer than the Siamese 
twins did their union abide, till, in an evil hour, the winds 
smote them, and they were no more — “ Sed stat nominis 
nmljrar They have left behind them a name and a record 
which will not soon perish. They might have said — had sjDcak- 
ing been at all their forte — with Horace, omnismoriarr 

They shall live in the recollection of the present, and in the 
records of future times — at least it will not be from want of 
will, if the pages of the “ Tales of the Borders ” do not trans- 
mit their memorial to late posterity. The three brethren ! 
you exclaim, quite naturally enough. What! w^ere they 
brothers by blood or by marriage — brothers in profession — 
or, like Simeon and Levi, in iniquity % We should like to 
see the mist cleared away, and the subject made tangible. 
Well, listen! 

The three brethren were three trees, or rather divisions of 
one tree — as like each other as one pea is to another — which 
once stood in the middle of the high road from Glasgow to . 
Dumfries, upon the banks of the Nith. People had it that 
their similarity was so great that it reached the details of 
their branches, and even leaves, and that they were in every 
even in the minutest — respect copies or fac-similes of each 
other. Nobody living — and far less any one dead — can tell 
their age. They saw Oliver Cromwell and his saintly crew 
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march into Scotland; and beheld, in later times, the High- 
land host, in the year ’45, pass along. They might have 
given an old chronicle of ancient times and manners, had it 
not been that they probably did not outlive the age of Me- 
thuselah. But 

Improvisa vis lethi rapuit 
Rapietque gentes.” 

Destruction came in the shape of a nor’ wester, and they are 
now in the act of being converted into snuff-boxes, writing- 
desks, and dressing-cases, for their old and attached acquaint- 
ances and friends; every one seems more anxious than another 
to obtain a relic of the immortal triumvirate — and they are 
more likely to bo remembered with pleasurable feelings than 
even were the Triumvirates of ancient Kome. But now that 
they have bowed their heads, and given up their roots, it is 
proper that some effort should be made to perpetuate their 
memory; and who so fit as an old Closeburn man to execute 
this bold but praiseworthy task? 

The explanation, however, requires a glance at the race of 
gipsies, one of whom thus characterises the race : — 

“ My bonny lass, I work in brass — 

A tinkler is my station — 

I’ve travell’d round all Christian ground 
In this my occupation. 

I’ve ta’en the gold — I’ve been enroll’d 
In many a noble squadron — 

In vain they search’d, when oflf I march’d. 

To go and clout the caldron.” 

The gipsies have now disappeared entirely from the north 
of Scotland; even in Fife, the former residence of the gipsy 
clan J amphre}^, no such variety of the species is to be found. 
Their chief residence, as we have had occasion to say before, 
is now on the Borders, where, in the village of Yetholm, 
and in Langtown, they still maintain a separate clanship. 
They still are, and have always been, extremely jealous of 
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tlie marriage of any of their daughters, in particular, out of 
the tribe. Hence the fact, that almost every third person 
amongst them labours under some mental peculiaiity or 
defect. Their male youths enjoy greater latitude; yet, on 
their alliance with the Philistine fair, they are usually 
looked down upon, and regarded as a kind of amphibious 
race, who, like the ‘‘ Proselytes of the Gate ” amongst the 
Jews, were not admitted into equal communion. Their 
children are brought up (at least were so, till of late) in the 
most religious contempt of the alphabet. Nor are any 
moral principles inculcated, beyond successful thieving 
that is, downright knavery— and dexterity of execution as 
workmen, whether it be in forming a ram’s horn into a 
cutty spoon, or in appropriating the fattest hens from the 
farmer’s banks. Their women, too, are expert fortune- 
tellers, and have husbands ready-made for sixpence. They 
arc a fearful, fearless race, wandering about, in former 
times, almost during the whole year, and pitching their tents 
— in other words, setting their asses to graze, and them- 
selves to forage — wherever solitude or the tolerance of the 
laird or farmer will permit their presence. When Scotland 
in general, and Dumfries-shhe in particular, from Criffell 
to Oorsincon, were densely covered with natmnl wood, these 
people divided the woodland with the fox, the boar, and 
the wolf, and were extremely expert in noosing hares, rab- 
bits, and polecats. Theii's was the bow, and ultimately the 
long-barrelled gun, for securing the fowls of heaven; and 
the set line, liester, and fishing-rod for the tenants of the 
water. 

As was the case with the Roman of old — Patres ad 
insignem deformitatem puerum cito necaverunt;’’’* in other 
words, and in a different tongue, they put their diseased 
and deformed offspring to death; and more than one-hall 
of those which were permitted to survive were killed in a 
year or two by harsh usage, cold, and imperfect clothing. 
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TIius tlicir youth which did surviw these manifold trials 
and risks rose up into man and womanhood, proud, hardy, 

long, well-seasoned plants, exhibiting much muscular 
power and symmetry in the male, and occasionally uncom- 
mon beauty and figure in the female form. 

The ‘‘wild gazeUe exulting” and bounding on the hills of 
Judah was not more elastic in its motion, nor penetrating 
and fascinating m its glance, than were many of the fairer 
wives and daughters of these hordes of part mendicant 
part predatory, and part artist wanderers. Their chief re- 
sorts in ancient times, were to the banks of the Hermita-o 
and Shtterick, near Hawick; to the banks of the Dee, near 
Kirkcudbright; and, above and beyond all, to the woods of 
Oolliston, and the linns of Ealachun, on the Kith, in Dum- 

ries-shire; and it is to this last locality that the followin^^ 
narrative particularly refers. 

It was about the middle of the month of October that a 
packman, or pedlar, with an enormous chest laid transvercc 
on Ins shoulders, was seen wending his way up the banks 
oi the Kith, from Mancliester to Glasgow. He had hoped 
to have reached Thornhill, then an exceedingly small vil- 
lage, before dusk; but this being his first migration in this 
direction, he found himself so surrounded and obstructed 
by the river Kith on the one hand, the linns of Balachun 
on the other, and an almost impenetrable wood in front, 
that night came upon him, dark and moonless, whilst still 
pushing his way through brambles, thorns, and every species 
of tangling and perplexing underwood. At last, despairing 
of extricating himself, and terrified, at the same time, by 
the roaring of waters, howling of wild beasts, and hooting 
of owls, he extricated his shoulders from the pack-bands^ 
and, selecting as dry and soft an apartment as circumstances 
permitted, he set himself down on the grassy turf, with a 
birch branch for his canopy, and the old stump of a tree for 
his lean. In a little time he was alarmed by the cries of 
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what appeared to be a child in the act of being cruelly mur- 
dered. Mungo Clark (for such was the packman’s name) 
rose, and, advancing a few steps in the direction of the now 
faintly-emitted sounds, found a hare in the act of expiring 
of strangulation by means of a noose, or girn, formed of 
strong wire, and placed so as to intercept a little footpath 
made by the feet of the wild animals of the forest. Mungo 
was in the act of disengaging the dead creature from its 
executioner, the noose, when he heard the rustling as if of 
a lion on the spring, very near him, and all at once he found 
himself in the iron gripe of a customer with whom he had 
no wish, on this occasion at least, to deal. 

“And wha are ye,” were the sounds which, in a hollow 
and harsh tone, first greeted his ears — “and wha are ye, 
man, wha hae made yer bed this dark night wi’ the howlets 
and the wull-cats — ye wha meddle wi’ what naething con- 
cerns ye, and bmm yer fingers in ither folk’s kail-pats? 
Speak, man, and dinna keep me blethering here, for I hae 
got ither fish to fry, I trow, than standing here palavering 
wi’ sic as you — come, speak, body, or I’ll send ye, pack ah 
a’, sixty yards lower into the bumbling pool o’ Balachiin 
Linn.” 

Mungo Clark was neither soldier nor belted knight, nor 
was he armed for any deadly conflict; but he was not ac- 
customed to submit without resentment to such rough 
usage. 

“Unhand me, rascal!” was the packman’s reply; and 
making, at the same time, a lateral jerk, he twisted him- 
self fairly out of the assail.ant’s gi'asp. 

A whistle was immediately set up, and in an instant our 
traveller was surrounded by four strong, ablebodied men, 
who immediately flashed the light side of a dark lantern fuU 
in his face. 

“Oh ho!” said one of the newly-assembled assailants; 
“this is neither the deil, nor the factor, nor the wood-keep ar, 
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nor tlie old boy, Colliston himsel, but just plain Mungo 
Clark, Widow Clark o’ Penpont’s son, who has been at 
Manchester feathering his pack, foi‘ the first time, wi’ all 
manner o varieties; such as Bibles, psalm-books, ribands, 
shawls, and waistcoat-pieces. W^hy, by the flesh-pots o’ 
\ etliolm — and that’s a terrible oath — we’ll adopt Brother 
Clark into our number, and teach him how to snare game, 
and spear salmon, instead of drivelling away his time and 
strength under the pressure of a load ” (trying to raise the 
pack) ‘‘which would break the back-bone of an elephant,” 
The matter appeared to Mungo to be settled without any 
consent of his, asked or obtained ; so, knowing somewhat of 
the character and habits of this wandering and peculiar race, 
he was compelled to make a virtue of necessity, and, raising 
his pack again on his shoulders, to descend with them into 
the very lowest depths of the linns of Balachun. Even at 
noonday, on the 23d of June, the Pass, as it is called, is 
dreary, dark, and dreadful; but now, under the cover of 
night, and with no other guidance than a small lantern, 
which scarcely made darkness visible, Mungo hesitated ere 
he would commit himself to the crossing of a fearful gully, 
and the walking along the face of a rock, or scaur, scarcely 
eight inches wide, and overhanging a fearful pool, well known 
by the terrible appellation of “ Hell’s Caldron.” The party 
at last arrived at a small grassy plot, encircled on the one 
side by the roaring stream called Clauchry Burn, and on the 
other by an amphitheatre of steep, high, and overhanging 
rocks, fringed and darkened in with brushwood and furze, 
and guarded, at the upper and lower extremities, by the 
rocks, which, after receding a little to make room for this 
grassy retreat, closed in again upon the current, and pre- 
vented all eas 2 / entrance or escape. Soon after Mungo’s ar- 
rival, he discovered a large kettle, boiling and bubbling, in 
a crevice of the cliff, suspended fVom a transverse beam; 
and beheld around it, now that a parcel of sticks and dry 
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leaves were kindled, a most picturesque and motley group 
— women, ckildren, men, boys, and lasses, of all Lues, as- 
pects, and sizes, were scattered about in profusion; and, as 
the flame flashed back from the red sandstone of the linn, 
their faces glared on Mungo with a demoniac expression. 
It seemed the very picture of Pandemonium; and yet the 
hearty laugh, the bold oath, and the occasional inquiry, be- 
spoke the inhabitants to be at least one remove from devils. 
Mungo was desired to rest him and his load on the apron of the 
rock, and compelled, without a nay-say, to unstrap his pack, 
and expose his goods, not (seemingly) for sale, but for plunder. 
This was not the way, assuredly, to turn the penny to advan- 
tage, but what can one say, durum telum necessitas? ” — there 
was no avoiding the spoliation. To be sure, the king, or leader 
of the gipsy tribe — amounting probably to not less than 
forty or fifty persons — hinted in his ear that he should not 
be a loser at last; but, in the meantime, to his no small mor- 
tification, he saw his shawls, napkins, stockings, and waist- 
coat-pieces, making the round of the company without cere- 
mony, and forgetting, like the dove from the ark, to return 
whence they had fled. The pack having been thus ransacked, 
and the pot having given audible intimation for some time 
of its preparatory doings, the king — for such he was — tlie 
notorious Donald Faa, with his three sons, Duncan, Cuth- 
bert, and Donnert Davie, together with the king’s fair daugh- 
ter, Helen Yetholm Faa, squatted down on the grass, and 
witliout the help of forks, made a hearty meal on hares, 
chickens, turkeys, geese, and half-a-dozen brace of joartridges, 
wliich might have rejoiced the heart even of a Dominie 
Sampson. The other members of the community seemed to 
acknowledge the deputed authority of a young man of good 
features, and an athletic and genteel appearance, who went 
by the name of the Squire. After eating had had its fair 
share of devoted and unremitted attention, a barrel, of con- 
siderable dimensions, began to make its way downward from 



94 


TALES OP THE BORDERS. 


amidst the recesses of this water-worn and excavated rock; 
and a tub being hurled sideways into the service, boiling 
water was procured, and sugar in no ordinary quantity com- 
mingled; and, by the help of a ladle and several chopin de- 
canters, the vrhole mass of Egyptian humanity was stirred 
up into song, laugh, scream, inebriety, quarrel, battle, stupor, 
and insensibility. Our friend Mungo had no objections what- 
ever to the feast, or to the means by which it was prolonged. 
He was afterwards notorious for his drinking habits, inso- 
much that his observation on this occasion is still repeated 
in the neighbourhood of the place of his nativity. When ques- 
tioned by the king respecting the size of his native village, 
Penpont, his reply was — “It is an exceeding great city.” 
This being questioned, his proof was equally ingenious, 
and descriptive of his habits— “ Why, Hineveh took Jonah 
three days to travel through it, whereas Penpont generally 
lakes me sevens He referred manifestly to his habit of 
stopping and drinking at every petty inn and public-house 
in the village! The jest told exceedingly in his favour. 
Mungo, however, in spite of his losses and crosses, had a 
noble night of it, as he afterwards said, with the gipsies, 
and awakened next morning from his grassy couch to cool 
his aching temples in the stream, and restore his stomach 
by a hair of the dog that had bit him. He then observed 
that the two sons, Duncan and Cuthbert, but not Davie 
(yclept Donnert, from his peculiarity of mental constitution), 
were absent, and that their father not only exhibited no 
surprise respecting his sons’ absence, but refused to give 
any account to his guest of the cause of it. Meanwhile, 
Mungo had an opportunity of marking the appearances of 
the various objects around him somewhat more distinctly 
than he had been able to do on the preceding evening. 
Blankets, supported by forked poles, old clothes and rags 
of every description, formed a kind of nightly shelter fur 
the common herd; whilst the royal head I’eposed in the 
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midst of Ills male progeny, on the lap of a projecting lock, 
with a few hare-skins for his pillow, and a corn-sack for his 
coverlet. His fair daughter’s bedchamber was somewhat 
more removed beyond a projecting corner of the winding 
linn, and she was protected from observation by the 
branches of the overhanging trees being drawn closely down 
over her, and by what had once, in all probability, been a 
soldier’s tent, but which was now miserably rent, and un- 
wcatlier- worthy. It was manifest that this child was the 
darling and care of a fond father; for she was not only pro- 
vided in a superior manner, but, by the position of his own 
sleeping apartment, she was protected from all intercom'se 
with the other members of the tribe. Honest nature ! thou 
art too mony, even for a gipsy life; and even here parental 
affection hallowed and refined what was unseemly and re- 
volting. I say revolting; for, in an obscure corner, and under 
tlic shelter of a hazel-bush, lay a figure, emaciated with disease, 
and probably with dissipation and crime, groaning in agony, 
and regarded with no more sympathy by the great mass of the 
tribe than if he had been a strangled hare or a mangled 
horse. There was something indeed terrible in this sight. 
True, Helen Faa did all that she was permitted, but that 
was but little, to alleviate his sufferings; but death was in 
his eye and in his throat — he made one great effort to rise, 
grasped a branch convulsively, and ceased to live. Mungo 
would willingly have retired, even with the losses he had 
sustained, but he was not permitted — probably because old 
Donald conjectured that information would be immediately 
lodged against him, and he would be compelled to relin- 
cpiish one of his strongest holds in the south of Scotland. 
ISIcantiinc, IMungo had an opportunity of beholding more 
closely the female portion of this society; and was exceed- 
ingly struck — for he was yet a young man and unmarried — 
with the really handsome faces and well-formed persons 
which characterised the whole; but far and away above all 
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tile rest slione Miss Helen Yetholm Faa — for thus was shs 
designated by the clan in the pride of health, youth, and 
black, or rather brown, eyes — those weapons of female onset 
which are sharper than a two-edged sword, as Mungo used 
to sing or say afterwards, in a song which he composed on 
the occasion: — 

They were jet, jet black, and like a hawk. 

And wadna let a body be.” 

All this seemed to be fully appreciated by the Squire, who 
evidently paid the young princess particular attention, and 
seemed, at the same time, sufficiently jealous of any foreign 
interference with the object of his attention. Donnert 
Davie was a stout, ill-made, squint-eyed being, who stam^ 
mered in his speech, and seemed particularly useful in 
carrying on the culinary operations, under the dhection of 
Helen, in the retreat. He felled wood for the fire, carried 
water to the kettle, heated cow and sheep horns in the 
flame; brought round about and close to the operator old 
pots, pans, and trenchers, which had been obtained to be 
clouted, clasped, and mended. He was, in short, a kind of 
gipsy factotum; and when “the house affams did not call 
him thence,” he would associate with the stranger, stam- 
mering out such incoherent inquiries as — “ Whare been?— 
What do ? — What do ? — Mother dead ? — Mother dead? — Yes 
— yes — yes — true — true — true” — muttering to himself, and 
repeating the same monosyllable half-a-dozen times. His 
sister Helen was manifestly kind to him, and would not 
permit any of the company to insult or ill-use him. 

Night arrived, but with it not Duncan or Cuthbert; and 
it was not till late on the following evening that they made 
their appearance, and with them came silver and gold in 
abundance: consequently Mimgo Clark’s claims were satis- 
fied; and he was informed that, next morning, as they were 
all about to decamp, he might pimsue his journey home- 
wards; but about the following dawn, an authoritative voice 
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from the top of the precipice summoned the whole party to 
a sun’ender. One figure stood prominently forward, look- 
ing over the rock; and Oonnert Davie, whose blunderbuss 
always lay charged beside him, immediately fired, and the 
figure came tumbling down headlong, and sunk in the yawn- 
ing abyss of boiling water. In a word, the whole party, 
after a most determined resistance, were taken prisoners by 
a military party obtained from Dumfries; and it being 
proved against Duncan and Donald Faa that they had 
stolen some cattle from Dalswdnton INIains, and sold them 
on the sands of Dumfries — as also against Donnert Davie, 
that he had shot the serjeant who commanded on the oc- 
casion — the whole three brothers were tried, condemned, 
and sentenced to be executed, in terrorem, near the spot 
where their depredations had been committed. As there 
were three persons to execute, and the famous tree already 
referred to had three branches, they appeared to the sheriff 
to be destined for each other; and accordingly all the three 
were hung at the same time on the same tree, which has 
ever since retained the appellation of “The Three Brethren.” 

Old Donald, his fair daughter, Mungo Clark, Squire Cock- 
burn, and the rest, w’-ere set at liberty; but the gipsies were 
conveyed by a military escort across the Borders; and I 
have been given to understand that the Squire, who was 
the young laird of Glenae, after considerable opposition 
from the old father, was married to fair Helen Yetholm 
Faa; and that he was the happy husband of the fair dame 
wdio used afterw^'ards to go about the country in disguise, 
attending in gipsy garb at weddings, kirns, and merry-meet- 
ings, and giving origin to the well-known reel — “ Auld 
Glenae.” 


THU MISTAKE KECTIFIED. 

“ Now,” said the traveller, as he wandered up one of those 
retired Highland glens, which characterise and beautify the 

151 ‘ 
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Grrampian range, “ I shall once more visit my dear fatter 
and mother; and m3'' sister, now woman grown; and, what 
is more, my sweet Helen M‘Donald, who used to gather the 
mountain berries along with me, and pursite the little kids 
and lambs. Ah, Helen was only about thirteen years old 
when I left; she will now be eighteen; a full-grown beauti- 
ful woman, I have no doubt. I wonder if old Andrew, her 
grandfather, be still living; he used to tell me such tales 
of Prince Charlie, and Prestonpans, and Culloden, that my 
hair 3"et almost stands erect at the recollection of them. 
And then there was Euphemia McGregor, his son’s wife, the 
mother of my dear Helen; and Oscar and Fingal, my fa- 
ther’s faithful attendants and servants: and we had such 
fun during the long winter nights, when the sheep were in 
a place of safety, and the door was barred, and the peat-fire 
was burning clear, and the very cat and kitten enjoyed the 
cheery fireside — such questions and commands, such guess- 
ing and forfeiting, and riding round the fire on a besom, 
and holding one’s mouth full of water to discharge on the 
person’s face who should first laugh at our grotesque ges- 
tures and looks: but night is approaching whilst I linger by 
the way — my wdiolc heart heaves to behold once more the 
sweet home of m}'" 3^outh and innocence.” 

Thus said, or thought aloud, a young man, seemingly 

about twenty-two years of age, as he ascended Glen 

and approached the thatched shieling which stood on the 
margin of a small mountain stream, which wended its 
nrazes along the tortuous glen. He had been five years, 
come the time, absent from his mountain home, and had, 
during that iicriocl, endured and encountered a variety of 

fortune. He sung as he went along — 

“A liglit heart and thin pair of breeches, 

Goes through the world, brave boys!” 

switching the bent and heather -bells witli his cane, and 
treadiim with a step as clastic as was his bosom. At last. 
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just as the sim was tinging with his departing ray the top 
of the highest mountain in the neighbourhood, he turned 
the corner of a projecting rock, and came at once into full 
and distinct view of his home. It was then grey twilight, 
and objects began to assume an indistinct appearance. 
AValking by the side of the stream, as if meditating, there 
appeared a figure wrapped up in a Highland plaid. It im- 
mediately struck the young sailor that this was his sister; 
and in order to give her what is called an agreeable surj)riso, 
he stepped aside unperceived by her, and stood concealed 
])ehind a projecting cliff, which the stream had stripped 
bare of soil in its passing current. The figure came nearer 
and nearer, and then, sighing deeply, uttered some sound, 
which his car could not catch. At last, tears and sobs fol - 
lowed, and he heard the words most distinctlj’’ pronounced 
— “Alas, I can never truly love him! I shall be the most 
wretched of women ! But he whom I loved as angels love 
— oh, he, my own dear William MTherson, is dead and 
gone, and I can never see him more.” 

“But you can though, my own dear Helen;” and in an 
instant he held her lifeless and motionless in his arms. 
Slic had uttered just one awful scream, wdiich was re-echoed 
by the surrounding cliffs, and had ceased to feel or know 
anything connected with the living world. Alas I she was 
dead, and he W’as distracted. He ran to the house, calling 
aloud for help; but every one of its inmates, even the mo- 
ther who bore him, fled from his presence, uttering ejacula- 
tions, intimating the gi'eatest terror at his iDresence. In 
vain did he protest with tears — I am your son and no other — ■ 
I am Willie MTherson, your lost boy ! His words bore no 
conviction along with him. Avaunt, foul fiend ! Avaunt, 
in the name of God and the Holy Trinity — trouble me not 
— trouble me not; my dear child is in heaven; and thou, 
foul spirit, art iiermitted for a time to assume his shape. 
His sister, too, was equally incredulous, and his father ha.d 
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not yet returned from the hill. What was to be done ? 
Helen McDonald was in all probability dead, or dying, help- 
less and alone, and yet no one would come to her assistance. 
At last, Oscar and Fingal made their appearance in advance 
of his father; and though they barked at first upon his nam- 
ing them, they immediately ran up to him, and jumped 
upon his back, his neck, his head, his whole person. They 
seemed in as much danger of expressing joy as poor Helen 
had been of dying of fearful surprise. 

“ Stand back,” said the delighted and believing father to 
his wife, who absolutely clung to his knees to prevent his 
advance — “stand back, woman; d’ye think Fingal and 
Oscar would caress the foul fiend in that manner? Na — 
na — na. Ha ! ha ! ha ! ” And he fell upon his son’s shoul- 
ders, weeping and crying convulsively. 

“ My father — my dear, dear father.” 

“ My son — my lost, my only, my restored son,” was the 
response. 

But Helen, in an instant, brought the whole party, con- 
sisting of father, mother, sister, and son, to her aid: a light 
was procured and held over her face; her bosom was bared, 
and rubbed; her forehead had water plentifully poiucd 
upon it from the stream; and, at last, symptoms of re- 
turning life appeared. Oscar and Fingal, in the meantime, 
had licked Helen’s face, and neck, and shoulders, all 
over; and whether from any virtue in the peculiar touch of 
them tongues, or from the natrual expiry of the trance, 
Helen breathed heavily — her bosom heaved; William looked 
on her cheeks, and they were flushed with red. In a 
moment he had her in his arms. Helen, for some time, 
suffered exquisite bodily torture; but was at last capable 
of having the truth made gradually knovrn to her. She 
said surely she had been di'eaming, as she had often done, 
and that she was still siuely asleep, and that she would 
waken at last, as she had done before, to a dreadful percep- 
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tion of the reality. William MTherson still continued to 
clasp and assure Helen of his personal identity. But, even 
when convinced of the reality of William’s presence, Helen 
did not evince that degree of happiness which might have 
hecn expected; she sat stupified and passive, and seemingly 
insensible to everything around her; her mind was evidently 
wandering to a disagreeable subject. However, she was 
prevailed upon to return with the family into the house, 
and, worn out and fatigued, she was soon after put to rest 
in an adjoining apartment. 

In the meantime, the young sailor was questioned mi- 
nutely resiDecting the reason of his reappearance, after he 
had been so long reported, and believed by everybody, to 
be dead. 

Without repeating his answer in his own words, which 
were interlarded with sea phrases, we may state, in general, 
that it was to the following purpose: — He had gone to 
Dundee, with the view of making some small purchases for 
the household, when he accidentally fell in with a recruit- 
ing party, who were beating up for marines for the fleet, 
then just returned from the capture of the Danish fleet at 
Copenhagen. Inexperienced as he was, he was enticed 
into a public-house on the shore, and awakened, after a 
stupor of some hours, on board a British man-of-war. In 
a few hours, he was convej^ed out to sea, along with several 
others, and was conveyed immediately to Spithead. Hav- 
ing it ultimately put to his choice whether he would stand 
by a gun, or handle a musket and a sabre, he chose the 
former, and was regularly entered as an ablebodicd scamau 
on board His Majesty’s ship the Victory. In her, along 
with Admhal Nelson, he sailed for the West Indies, and 
then crossed the Atlantic, back to the shores of France. 
The enemy still eluding the eagle-eye of Lord Nelson, he 
sailed for the Mediterranean, and, after various landings 
and inquiries, came upon the French fleet, moored closclj" 
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inland on the coast of Egypt, at the mouth of the NUe 
He was in the dreadful battle of the Nile, and assisted in 
rescuing several who were blown up, but not killed, in tbc 
L Orient. After the battle, he had promotion, and ulti- 
mately prize-money, on account of his brave and humane 
conduct, and sailed again for I^^aples, and latterly in quest 
of the Spanish fleet on the coast of Spain. He was close 
by Nelson when he was shot by a rifleman from the mast 
of the ship with which he had grappled, and saw the fellow 
who did the deed drop on the deck, being shot through the 
hcait by a marine on board of Lord Nelson’s ship. After 
llie battle, he was returned to Plymouth, having been 
vrounded in the leg— a musket-ball had passed through the 
flesh, and somewhat, but not greatly, injured the bone. He 
spent some months in the hospital, and was then despatched 
to the coast of France on board the Spitfire. There he had 
distinguished himself in cutting out and burning several 
of the enemy s craft at Havre j and being again wounded, 
though slightly, in the arm, he was put upon the joension 
list, and allowed to dispose of himself till his country should 
again require his services. In these circumstances, he began 
to think of his home; and, with some hundreds of pounds 
in the bank, and a pension order of about two shillings and 
sixpence a-day in his iDocket, he arrived at Dundee in a 
sailing vessel, and was on his way to his native glen when 
the reader first became acquainted Avith him. When this 
narrative was finished, his fiither retired for an instant, and 
then appeared Avith some papers, AA'liich he had extracted 
from his priA^ate depositories. He first read a letter Avhich 
purported to come from a king’s ofliccr, AAdio signed liimsclf 
William Wilson, and AAdio informed his afflicted father that 
his son had been induced to go on board a king’s ship, to 
see the arrangements which it exhibited; but that, in pass- 
ing from the small boat to the deck, he had missed a foot, 
and been di’OAvned. The letter was dated on Liard the 
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Spitfire ; and mentioned, likewise, that the ship was under 
sailing orders for the general rendezvous at Spithead. The 
i:oor distracted parent had come to Dundee, hut could oh- 
tain no information of his son — only, about three months 
after, he heard that a dead body, severely mutilated, had been 
llirown out upon the sands of St Andrews; and, on account of 
the state of its decomposition, had immediately been interred 
ill Christian burial-ground. A second pilgrimage to St An- 
drews was undertaken by the father and daughter; but 
nothing satisfactory 'was discovered, except that the corpse 
exhibited marks of having been dressed in a blue-aiid white 
striped waistcoat, which answered to that in which he had 
left Denhead, his home in the Highlands. After this last 
discovery, all further inquiry ceased, and the afflicted family 
fulfilled the period of their sincere mourning, and things re- 
turned nearly to their usual bearing. But, when father, and 
mother, and sister had seemingly got over the worst of their 
grief, Helen McDonald still pined in silence over the recol- 
lections of her early companion; and as she expanded into 
v/omanhood, her grief seemed to grow ‘Svith her growth;” 
and her father became extremely anxious to have Helen 
properly and creditably disposed of in marriage. 

The son of a small proprietor in the neighbourhood had 
lately become laird himself; and, though far exceeding 
Helen in years, having had frequent opportunities of see- 
ing her, i'>articularly at church on Sabbath, he had become 
enamoured of so much beauty and innocence. Proposals 
had been made to the father, which were immediately ac- 
cepted; and the young lady had been dealt with, as young 
ladies in such situations generally arc, by arguments of in- 
terest, and worldly comfort, and even grandeur. First im- 
l»ressions are deep (oh, how deep!); and Helen could not 
yet entirely exclude the image of her beloved William from 
her recollection. Laird M‘Wharry was urgent in his suit 
— licr father, whom she affectionately loved, was troubled 
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and anxious her mother, too, pressed homo upon her at- 
tention prudential considerations — so, after long delays and 
many internal struggles, Helen at last consented to become, 
but not till some months afterwards, Mrs or Lady M‘Wharry, 
as the peasantry styled the laird’s wife. It was duiing her 
visit (previous to her marriage) to M^Wharry that the in- 
cident took place which thus connects our narrative, and 
brings us up to the point of time when William M‘Pherson 
arrived at Denhead. 

AVilliam, learning from Helen, as well as from his father 
and mother, how matters were situated, suddenly disap- 
peared, and left no means of tracing the place of his retreat. 
Ha^^s, and even weeks, passed, but no letter arrived, and 
no message came. In the meantime, the day appointed for 
the marriage approached, and Helen seemed to have made 
up her mind to submit to necessity; at least she tried to 
look cheerful, and put as good a face upon it as many tears, 
shed ill private, Avould permit. 

Laii'd M'AA^harry was a true Highlander — he had much 
of that clannish feeling which is peculiar to the Celt. He 
was, besides, exceedingly passionate, and had more than 
once got into trouble from having used hasty and unguarded 
expressions. Hay, he had once been prosecuted in the 
Court of Session, and damages had been obtained to a con- 
siderable amount, by one of his servants, or rather slaves, 
whom ho had beat most unmercifully. In attending a 
Perth market, he had occasion to ride homewards, after 
dark, with a brother proiirietor, who had lately bought an 
estate in his neighbourhood. This proprietor could not 
boast a Celtic name or origin. He was iilain Mr Monni- 
penny, from the town of Kirkcaldy, in Fife. They had 
both been drinking during the course of the day, and were, 
therefore, more liable to get into some dispute or quarrel 
M‘AYhaiTy began by deprecating Mr Monnipenny’s horse, 
whose character the master supported with some warmth; so, 
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to settle the matter, they both set off at the gallop, and the 
fire flashed from the horses’ heels as they passed through 
Dunkeld. Unfortunately for Laird M^Whany, however, 
about a mile beyond the above town, the saddle-giith gave 
way, and he came to the ground head foremost. He vas 
dead when Mr Monnipenny came up with him. He had 
suffered a concussion of the brainy and, notwithstanding 
that medical aid was immediately obtained from Dunkeld, 
nothing could be done. 

Poor Helen MTherson really mourned his fate; for, 
though she had no love for him, she had brought herself to 
think that it was her duty to fulfil her promise. But where 
was he whom her young heart held in its core? No one 
1^, jew— no one could tell. Helen had inwardly resolved to 
live single on his account, even if no further accounts were 
received of William MTherson. But her father in the 
meantime died of a fever; and her mother was compelled 
to remove from the farm to the village of Dunkeld, where, 
in order to support herself and her lovely daughter, she set 
up a little shop with a small sum which her husband and 
she had saved, and was highly respected by all who Imew 
her. In the meantime, the parish schoolmaster, an excise 
otficcr, and a wealthy sheep-farmer, all solicited Helen’s 
liand; but she lent a deaf ear to all these offers, still think- 
ing, and speaking, and di’eaming about her William. 

One day, when she wms standing at the shop-door, she 
observed a crowd gathered about a horse and gig, out of 
wliicli a person had just been throwm, and was taken up as 
was feared lifeless. Helen, from motives of humanity, 
rushed into the cro'svd to make inquiries, and saw the per- 
son carried into an adjoining apothecary’s shop; there he 
W'as immediately bled, and, to the infinite satisfaction of 
all, had begun to recover. The fact turned out to be, that 
he had been stunned by the fall on his head, but no con- 
cussion or fracture had taken place. The gentleman, she 
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learned, had been put to bed, but was mighty unruly, as he 
insisted upon pursuing his journey that very evening into 
the Highlands; and a post-chaise, with two horses and a 
steady driver, had been brought to the apothecaiy’s door, 
and the traveller was passing into it, with his head and arm 
tied up, when all at once Helen uttered a scream, and stood 
trembling betwixt him and the conveyance. It was her 
own William, returned from sea — to which he had again 
iled — and making all despatch to reach Henhead, as he had 
learned, on his way towards the Highlands, the fate that 
had overtaken the bridegroom, Laird M‘Wharry. Now, 
reader, you and I part — I can do no more for you; for, if 
you cannot far better conceive than I can describe what 
followed, you can be no reader of mine — you will never have 
perused the story at all. William w^as now comfortably 
circumstanced, pensioned, and dismissed the service; and 
the last time I had a week’s fishing at Amalrie, I sioent my 
evenings and nights under his roof. He is now, like my- 
self, a grandfather; and Helen, though not quite so young 
as she was some thirty or forty years ago, is still in my 
]nind a perfect beauty, and has blessed her husband, during 
a pretty long life, with all that kind husbands can expect 
or obtain by marriage. She has made him a happy father, 
and a fond, foolish, indulgent grandpapa. 

DUEA DEJ^; OK, SECOND THOUGHTS ARE BEST. 

I took my way, a few daj^s ago, fishing-rod in hand, from 
Cupar in Fife, by Dura Den, up towards the healthy and 
sequestered village of Ceres. Dura Den was once romantic 
and secluded. Its brawling stream, which empties the 
waters of the upper basin into the Eden, leaped aiid tumbled 
over igneous, and penetrated its way through aqueous, 
formations, till it mingled into rejoicing union with the 
lovely Eden immediately under the old towers of Spottis- 
wood, and the fine Gothic church of Dairsic. This deep 
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snd beautifully-winding ravine was covered from rock to 
rock, on each successively sunny side, by trees of various 
name and leaf, from the scented sloe and hawthorn, up to 
the hazel, the birch, and the oak. It was a perfect aviary 
during the spring months. A few wild deer browsed amidst 
recesses, and various love-smitten maids and men repaired 
to this retreat, to talk of many things which were only in- 
teresting to themselves. The soft projecting sandstone 
rocks had been water-run into caves and recesses; and in 
some of these report had fixed the residence, for a night at 
least, of the famous Balfour of Burley, after the affair of 
Magus Muir.* It is not, however, to this, but to a more 
recent occurrence, that I am now about to solicit your at- 
tention, after, however, premising the change which has 
now been wrought upon this once rural, secluded, romantic, 
lovely spot. At the very entrance, there stands a bone- 
mill, grinding, with grating activity and horrible crunch, 
into powder the mingled bones of man and beast. You 
have scarcely escaped from the horrible jarring sound of 
the modern ogre, than you come full plump ui^on a spin- 
ning-mill, with as many windows as there are days in the 
year. There it stands bestriding the valley like a colossus, 
and commanding all tlie collected energies of the once pure 
and solitaiy stream. Bless me I how it thunders: the very 
rocks seem to shake under the whirl of the tremendous ma- 
rhincry; wliilst at every open window out flics in clouds 
the imprisoned dust and stour. A single door opens, and 
the sound maddens on j'our ear into a screv/ing torture. It 
shuts again. You are greatly relieved by the compressed 
and imprisoned horror. A little further up this once de- 
lightful den, ai^illar of smoke shoots out on the eye, like an 
eruption of Mount Vesuvius. This is an evidence that (as 
in the formation of this globe) fire has been called uidou to 

* A sword Las lately been discovered in one of the caves, rusted and 
broken— probably once the sword of Eurley !~19tli Oct., 1839. 
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assist water. Again and again, another and another hulking 
dirty erection fixes its hideous trail in the lovely localities, 
till the landscape still onwards opens upon green fields, a]] 
covered and whitened over, not with daisies, hut with yarn, 
which has just been removed from the vitriolic vat. I had 
essayed here and there to fish, but had not even a nibble. A 
little factory urchin, who saw my mistake, immediately ac- 
costed me with — 

“Ye needna fish here about, sir, for the fish are a’ 
dead.” 

“ "^Vliat has deaded them?” said I. 

“ Oh ! I dinna ken, except maybe it’s the vitriol — they 
dinna tak wi’ the vitriol ava.” 

“ N'o wonder,” thought I. “ I suspect neither you nor I 
would tak weel with such a beverage.” So I at once rolled 
in my line, put up my rod, and was on the eve of returning, 
somewhat disappointed, from my forenoon’s ramble, when 
my attention was attracted by an old, though fresh-looking 
man in his “ cruda viridisque scnectus,^^ who was sitting on 
a bench in the sunshine, betwixt the door and the window 
of one of those very neat and cleanly cottages, which have 
been erected for the convenience and accommodation of the 
mill-spinners, and which, from the name of the spirited pro- 
prietor, has been called “ Yoolfield.” 

“James,” said the old man — “come here, James, and tell 
me what’s that ye waur saying to the gentleman.” 

“ Ou, I was only telling him there warn nae trouts, ex- 
cept stane anes^'^ here.” 

In the meantime, I had approached the old man’s seat, 
and thinking that he motioned me to be seated, I at once 
took my iJace, as if I had been an old acquaintance, by his 
side. It turned out that he was the grandfather of this 
urchin, who in a few minutes reappeared with a face of 

* Vide recent discoveries of extinct species of fisli foiind in this den. 
‘‘Fife Illustrated.” Glasgow: James Swan. 
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great comfort and vigorous health; causa erat in aperto ” 
— he had dined. 

“Ye’ll be a stranger hereaboots, I mak nae doubt?” said 
the old man. 

I replied that I had been so for some time past; that I 
had stopped, on my way north, a day in Cupar, in order to 
revisit this romantic retreat; but that it was now sadly 
changed, and I had not the heart to pursue my walk any 
further. I miss, added I, everything which I expected to 
sec: the solitude, the green banks, the trees, the pure 
waters, the yellow trouts, the all of innocence and natime 
by which this den was marked, ere these vile spinning-jen- 
nies had entered, with noise, confusion, and defilement in 
their train. 

“And so,” said the aged Nestor, “ye are up in arms 
against the late erections, because ye canna get an hour or 
tvva’s fishing, nor pursue your own fancies about solitude, 
and innocence, and that ! I will tell ye, my good sir — for 
ye’re but a bairn in comparison wi’ me — that had ye expe- 
rienced what I hae experienced, ye wad hae blessed the day 
which converted this solitary and useless den into a source 
of comfortable living to hundreds of families, who might 
otherwise be starving at home, or banished from all that 
they hold dear into a foreign land.” 

“ Grandfather,” hereupon said a fine rosy girl about four- 
teen, “ dinner’s ready: will ye come in, or will I bring it out 
to you?” 

“I think,” said the ancient patriarch, “I’ll just rest whar 
I am; it’s a bonny sunny day, and the den is a’ loun and 
sheltered. Just bring out the broth and the wee bit Irish 
stew here, and maybe this gentleman, now tired wi’ nae 
fishing, will no scorn to tak a spoonfu’ and a bit alangside 
o’ a puir auld body.” 

I immediately assured my kind host that I had provi- 
sions in my basket, which I soon disengaged, together with 
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a flask containing a sufficiency of old Nantz. To it, 
fore, ^Ye set, exclianging viands: I partaking of tlie excel- 
lent and savoury stew, and he of a wee drap, only a very 
wee drap, of the brandy. Like Sir Walter Scott’s minstrel, 
the soul of the old yet vigorous Trojan waxed strong within 
him; and, after having duly returned thanks to the Giver 
of all good, he drew me close to his elbow, and proceeded 
thus: — 

“Indeed, sir, I’m now considerably uj)wards of eighty 
years— the period at which the psalmist says the strength 
of man is but grief and labour; but I haena found it sae, 
for a’ my griefs and labours were confined to the earlier 
pairt o’ my life, and no to the latter day — His name be 
praised for the same.” 

I instinctively answered “Amen;” and, partly encouraged 
by this, and partly by an additional pull at the brandy-flask, 
the old man pursued his egotism. 

“Well, ye see, ye are against spinning-jennies and large 
manufactures, ye say; but they are the freends o’ the puir, 
sir — the blessed supporters o’ thousands and millions in 
these lands.* You shall hear; for, as you seem to have 
time on 3mur hands, I will, for your father’s sake ” (I had 
made him acquainted with my descent from a worthy clerg}^- 
man in the north), “ unfold to you my whole historj^, and 
that of my children, up to this homu — • 

“ My name, sir, is Donald Sutherland. I belong originally 
to the county of that name; and I was bred a farmer on the 
estates of the Duchess of Sutherland. But there was neither 
duke nor duchess then, oh dear!” (Hereupon the old man 
absolutely cried; having, however, checked himself by ob- 
serving that he was an old fool, he again proceeded): — “I 
had, as I said, a small sheep-farm, of about one thousand 
acres, in the western district of that county. I see, sir, jmu 

* Very dijOferent tliis deliverance from that of Mrs Trollope in her 

Factory Eoj.” 
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fiTC snirpriflBd at my saying sTnallj but, sir, when land is let 
at a shilling an acre,* as it was in my day, such a farm is but 
small— a thousand shillings, ye ken, is just fifty pounds o’ 
yearly rent: and that was my rent at Edd€rachills,nGii.vhy 
Loch Assynt. I am now, as ye see, an auld man, and a 
grey; but I was ance young, and stout, and foolish too, nae 
doobt. 1 thought naething wad war me, sae I just married 
whan I was a young, inexperienced callan, about nineteen; 
and, liaving got a brotlier of my puir father’s to be security 
(yc sec my puir father was only a hind on the estate o 
Sutherland, and had neither money nor credit), I took my 
dear Helen M‘Roy home to no that ill a bigging— wi’ a han- 
tle o’ blankets, a peat-fire, a herd callan, and twa as canny 
and sensible dogs as ever followed a herd, or turned a hirsel. 
Awcel, ye ken, Helen and me war very happy, for we loved 
each other dearly; we had been acquainted fraethe time we 
could climb a brae or eat a cranberry; and things went on 
no that ill ava. AVe had twa bairns in the course o’ twal 
years, a lassie, and a fine lad, wha was drowned, as ye shall 
liear; but oh my heart is sair whan I think o’t. It was one 
avrful nig] it in the month of January. A vessel had stranded 
in Loch Assynt. The men were seen, through a stormy 
moonshine, banging to the topmast, which, however, went 
from side to side, with a fearful swing. At every turn or 
jerk, another and another human being was plunged into the 
roaring foam. My son Archibald, my shepherd, and I, pushed 
from the shore in a fishing-boat, which was l^dng high and 
dry — we heard the fearful screams of perishing men — we 
rowed off at all hazards, but had not neared the vessel, when 
our boat fairly swamped. AVe were still, however, within 
wading depth, and with difficulty regained our feet and the 
boat. AVe again pushed hard from land, and at last came 
under the lee of the wreck. son was young, active, and 

daring; and, in order to ascertain how matters were, or what 
remained of the deck, he caught a rope, and leaped on board. 
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In an instant, a young man, a passenger, with his wife and 
child, were slung, as it were, miraculously on board our little 
boat. The waves went up in spouting foam betwixt the 
wreck and the boat, and then subsiding, heaved us with a 
tremendous crash against the side of the vessel; and I re- 
member no more till I awoke to misery, in a kelp hut by the 
sea-shore. I found that my son, with the woman and child, 
had perished; but that the husband, my shepherd, and my- 
self, had been cast ashore, and with difficulty resuscitated. 
My grief and his mother’s grief were loud and severe. But 
‘ what cannot be cured must be endured.’ The stranger was 
a native of Fife, who had been to America on a mercantile 
speculation, and having married at New York, and become 
a father, was on his way towards Kirkcaldy, his native place, 
when this di'eadful accident occurred. He had lost all 
his cftects, and some money in the wreck, and was content 
to take part of my humble dwelling for a season. In the 
meantime, my lease expired, and another proprietor had 
arisen, who knew not Donald Sutherland. The rent offered 
by my next and more wealthy neighbour was far above 
what I would think of promising, so I behoved to leave 
sweet Edderachills, with all its heath, and moss, and muir, 
for a sea-shore appointment in the manufacturing of kelp 
from sea-weed — at that time a very flourishing employment in 
the West Highlands in particular. The stranger about this 
time took his departure, but not without many promises of 
returning again to visit the grave of his wife and child, and 
to renew his acquaintance with my wife, my daughter, and 
myself. For a time the kelp concern did pretty well; we 
had good and regular payment for the article, and an in- 
creasing demand; and we contrived to live at least as com- 
fortably as we had done as sheep-farmers. But man is 
alwa5^s finding out inventions; a method was devised of 
dispensing, by means of a chemical discovery, wdth our 
kelp entirely; and we were suddenly and entirely mined. 
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It was at this period that I, in a manner, cursed^ like you, 
the spirit of discovery and invention. I was disgusted by 
the change which the progress of science had made, and I 
did not know how to turn myself for a bare subsistence. In 
this situation of affaii's, my daughter Nelly within there 
(XJoiuting to the door) was courted by a neighbouriug sheep- 
farmer’s son, of a somewhat disreputable character, but of 
considerable reputed wealth. This was a sad trial to us all; 
for, though the marriage might have benefited us somewhat, 
in a worldly point of view, we did not like to see our bloom- 
ing and virtuous child sacrificed, it might be, to the momen- 
tary feelings of a known deceiver. Nelly could not bear 
tlic tlioughts of such a union; and one night she told her 
lover as much. In consequence of this unfortunate afiair, 
we were very soon after turned out of house and hold — the 
old farmer having contracted with the proprietor for the 
huts and steadings which had once been peopled with busy 
and prosperous hands, but which now were nearly empty, 
baser proposals than before were made by the degraded and 
vindictive young man; and we set off, one moonlight night, 
across the hills, for the town of Dornoch. We were three 
waiidcrcrs in the wilderness— my wife Helen, my daughter 
Nelly, and myself. I was still comparatively strong, and 
was determined to work, but could find no employment. 
F or days we slept (for the weather was fine) on the heath, 
and lived on what little of our means yet remained. I was 
resolved, come what might, that I would not beg. My 
wife and daughter bore up amazingly; for we trusted that our 
(Jod — the God of the hills, as well as of the valleys; of the 
poor and the outcast, as well as of the rich and provided — 
would not forget us. I found temporary work, at last, in 
a stone quarry, and occupied a hut close upon the sea-shorc. 
lliis, to us all, was luxury; for it was independence. Con- 
tentment Idtchened labour, and we slept soundly in our 

poverty and innocence. But this, I saw, could not long 

152 
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continue; my strengtli was not equal to tliis severe labour, 
to wliicli 1 was unacctistomed; so I persuaded, not without 
difficulty, my wife and daughter to accompany me to 
Canada, to which the Countess of Sutherland was theii 
offering a free passage from Cromarty Frith, in the good 
ship Aurora. I should, however, have mentioried that, 
whilst residing at Dornoch, I had observed the son of a 
neighbouring proprietor— a somewhat smart-looting gentle- 
man — frequently passing our door, and sometimes con- 
versing with my wife and daughter; but I took no notice 
of the affair, as I felt secure in the virtue and prudence of 
both parties. No proposals, honourable or otherwise, were 
made to my daughter, and I conceived the matter to be at 
an end. On the day of the ship’s sailing, we were all on 
the quay, and ready to embark. My wife and I had entered 
the boat, and were waiting for my daughter, who had been 
sent by us on a message to a shop. She did not return iii 
time for the boat in which we were conveyed to the Aurora; 
but we were told by the sailors that she would probably 
arrive in the next. One boat, however, arrived, but our 
dear Nelly was not in it; another came, but with it no 
daughter. Meantime the ship was under sail, and the cap- 
tain said he would not lose the favourable breeze for all the 
girls in Scotland. My dear wife was inconsolable, and I 
petitioned hard to be let out, even on one of the Western 
Isles; but the weather was exceeding stormy, and we kept 
as far as possible from land. ^ God, said I to my giieving 
partner, 'will protect Nelly; for she is good and virtuous. 
God can be father and mother, and more than aU that, to 
those who fear and obey him.’ We landed at Quebec, and 
maintained ourselves for some time— I acting as a kind of 
shore-porter, and my wife assisting in assorting furs in a 
great warehouse. But our means were but small, so v e 
bethought us of removing more inland. So we arrived 
ultimately at IMontreal, where I had the good fortune to 
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meet witli a distant relative in pretty good circTimstances. 
He had long been engaged in a mercantile house, and had 
now obtained a considerable and a profitable share in it. 
He immediately found employment for me as a warehouse 
servant, whilst my wife washed and dressed for himself and 
a few friends. Year after year passed by, and many a let- 
ter did we write to Edderachills and Dornoch; but we re- 
ceived no answer. At last it pleased God to remove my 
dear Helen by death; and my friend having resolved to re- 
move to Kirkcaldy, his native place, I took shipping with 
him in the ship St John, and we arrived off the Land’s End 
in safety. But it came on to blow dreadfully from the 
north and the cast, as we rounded the island; and one 
dark night in the month of November we struck upon a 
rock in the neighbourhood of Ely. The ship fired signals 
of distress, and a boat came out, which saved the passengers 
and crew; but the ship and cargo were lost. What was my 
surprise, upon arriving at the inn, to find, in the person of 
one of the boatmen, the shipwrecked stranger, Sam Rogers, 
who had lodged so long with us at Edderachills. He in- 
sisted upon my immediately repairing to his cabin, as he 
termed it, on the shore, with the view of introducing me to 
his wife and a large family of children. 

‘‘ ‘ Have you ever heard,’ continued he, after we were 
seated, ‘anything of your daughter Nelly?’ 

“ ‘ Not a word,’ said I, eagerly. ‘ Have you?’ 

“ ‘ Would you know her,’ continued he, ‘ if you were 
again to see her ? ’ 

“ ‘ Know her,’ said I; ‘ to be sure I would — her image is 
ever before me. I see her, at this moment, as plainly as 
if she were still alive. Oh! what — horrible! — standoff! — * 
stand off! Do these old eyes deceive me, or art thou indeed 
my own darling, lost child?’ said I; whilst Nelly— the real 
flcsh-and-blood Nelly — clasped me to her arms, and burst 
into a flood of tears. 
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“ ‘ My father ! — my father ! ’ she exclaimed, whilst the 
young ones gathered around us in stupid amazement; aiid 
my son-in-law, Sam Rogers, rubbed his hands and flapped 
his arms in perfect delight. It was indeed my dear Nelly, 
in the person of Helen Rogers, the still handsome mother 
of seven children. 

“ But, Helen, I say— Helen, set down the bairn a wee bit, 
and tell this honest gentleman the Dornoch story, ye ken.” 

“Hout,” said Helen, ‘‘I hae nae time, father, to enter 
into a’ the outs and ins o’ thae langsyne tales; besides, I see 
Sam waving me up to the mill — I’m wanted, father, an ye 
maun look after the bairn till I come back again. 

Being foiled in his wish to set his daughter’s tongue 
agoing to the tune of her own adventures, the old man 
placed the child on the greensward in front of the cottage, 
and, after once more paying his respects to my brandy-flask, 
proceeded as follows:— 

“ Weel, the lassie disna like to hear me tell the story; I 
ken she aye blushes at bits o’t; but now that she’s awa, I 
may j list as weel finish, by letting ye Imow that the scamp 
wha had seen, and fallen in love, as he called it, with her at 
Dornoch, had watched her down to the beach, and ha,ving 
hired some accomplice in the person of one of the sailors, 
had her misdirected in the first place, and lifted off her feet 
in the second, and placed beside the well-known gentleman 
in a post-chaise, which drove off immediately in an inland 
direction. In vain were all her struggles and entreaties. 
The young blackguard immediately proceeded to inform her 
that her struggles and her shouts were of no avail; that he 
could not promise her marriage, as he was already engaged, 
to please his mother; but he would give her love in abun- 
dance, and a cottage residence, which he had provided for her 
on his father’s property, at no great distance. It was in vain 
for her to resist; but she had resolved rather to die than to 
yield to his wishes; so, when they had arrived at the centre 
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of an extensive plantation, lie caused her to alight, and dis- 
missing, as it was now nearly dark, the chaise and driver, 
proceeded to conduct her, as he said, on foot to the cottage 
which he had provided. He half dragged her a few paces 
from the road, or rather track through the wood, and, un- 
veiling all at once the fiend within him, proceeded to open 
and undisguised violence. But, sir,” said the old man, with 
emphasis, “ he thought himself alone, but he was not alone 
—God saw him, and had marked his proceedings; and God 
sent a deliverer, in the j^erson of him owre by yonder” (point- 
ing to the mills). “ God sent Sam Rogers, with a guid oak 
plank, to free the captive, and make the captor flee for his 
life: in short, sir — for I fear I have tued ye wi’ my lang- 
winded story — Sam, by the mercy of God, had just landed 
at Dornoch as we sailed from it; and being on his way to 
Eddcrachills, for the very i:)urpose of asking my Nelly in 
marriage, he had pushed on, meaning to travel all night 
across the country, when the providential occurrence took 
place. Wcel, we went now to Ely, where we remained for 
a time — old grandy, that is, myself, my son, and his family; 
but times became tight there, and the family kept still in- 
creasing; so at last we got acquainted with the worthy 
gentleman, Mr Yool, to whom all these great works and 
these neat cottages belong, and he brought us uxj here, and 
set us down comfortably, where not only my son-in-law, bub 
every wean, male and female, above seven years of age, can 
earn its own clothes and subsistence. We are now, sir, in 
comparative afiluence; and all this, sir, is owing to these 
improvements in machinery And in chemistry, v’liich at oiic 
time drove me from my native land. ‘ Second tiioucuts, 
THEY SAY, ARE BEST;’ at least SO it has been with me, as I 
sit here in my old age, in comparative ease and comfort, and 
see my gi'andchildren growing up in domestic afiection and 
public usefulness around me. Here is no scattering of the 
young family — one going cast, and one west, never to meet 
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a-ain; l>ut hero, every night, all congregate around one 
whilst a psalm is sung,^ a chapter is read, and a iiiaycr 

said by gran cly himself 1” 

I shaU never regret the loss of my old and favourite 
amusement, whilst I can recollect this old man s narrative 
and the many happy and comfortable homes which now oc- 
cupy the once solitary holms of Dura Ben. 
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THE LAIRD OF LUCKY’S H O A V 

Have any of our readers ever been at tlie Hague ? It doc.sn’t 
much signify whether they have or not. They know that 
it is one of the most beautiful towns in the Netherlands, and 
that it is not a little famous in ancient story; and their know- 
ing this is quite enough for our present purpose. If, how- 
ever, they knew the town a little more intimatel}", they 
would know that one of its principal and most ancient streets 
is called the Hoogstraat; and that here, once on a time, 
stood the principal inn or hostehy of the town. It was an 
oldfashioned house, with a great variety of projecting and 
excrescent structures, of all sorts and sizes, stuck to it, to 
increase its internal accommodation, and to puzzle the cu- 
rious inquirer — at least this seemed a part of the design — 
who, while taking an outside view, wondered what they 
could all be intended for. 

Notwithstanding, however, the somewdiat uncouth and 
perplexing appearance of the exterior of the Drouthsloken 
— which w^as the name of the ancient hostel in question — it 
was a sufficiently handsome and comfortalde house within. 
Its kitchen, in particular, was a sight; it was so clean, so 
bright, and so cheerful: shining all round -svith pewder 
trenchers and brass utensils of various descriptions, all as 
lustrous as whiting and hard rubbing could make them. 
The place was a treat to look at; and no less a treat to look 
at was its jolly landlord, Thonder Vander Troinp. From 
stem to stern, Thonder was of the regular Dutch build; 
which, without descending to particulars, we may say con- 
sists, as our readers know, in exhibiting an amplitude of 
material at all points of the person. In this respect, our 
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good friend Tlionder might be considered a chef cV oeuvre; 
for he was of the most magnificent dimensions, especially 
latitudinally. In longitude, indeed, he might be considered 
as a little deficient. He was of no great height; but his 
girth was superb, and told a talc of good living, with an 
unction which no language could approach. In this tale the 
ruddy, jovial countenance of mine host of the Drouthsloken 
cordially joined; and supported by its hilarious testimony 
the facts therein set forth. 

Having thus shortly described both mine host and his 
hostel, we proceed to say that, on a certain evening in the 
middle of the winter of 1651, a stranger, carrying a small 
bundle under his arm, walked, or rather stalked — for there 
was something uncouth in his gait— into the passage of the 
Drouthsloken. He was wrapped up in a Scottish plaid, and 
wore on his head the weU-lmown flat blue bonnet of the 
Scottish Lowlands. In person, he was tall and sjDare, Avith 
the grave and serious cast of countenance so characteristic 
of that people whose national dress he wore. Unpolished, 
however, as the exterior of this person bespoke him to be, 
there was yet, in his light grey eye, a mingled expression 
of determination and intelligence, that never failed to seem^e 
the respect which his manner and first appearance might 
Avell have forfeited. His age seemed about forty or forty- 
five. 

Finding no one to whom he might address himself in the 
passage of the inn, the stranger held on his way to its fui-- 
tlier extremity — no trifling distance; towards which he Avas 
attracted by sounds of laughter and merriment, issuing from 
the kitchen of the Drouthsloken, Avhich Avas situated at the 
farther end of the passage by which the house Avas inter- 
sected, and the same with that which he Avas now travers- 
ing. 

The sounds of merriment by which the stranger had been 
attracted i)rocceded from a group of young men, Avho, 
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standing in the form of a semicircle in front of the jolly 
landlord of the house — who, again, stood with liis back to 
the fire, wielding a huge black bottle in his hand — were in- 
dulging in uproarious laughter at the witty sayings which 
he, the latter, seemed throwing amongst them like so many 
squibs and crackers. 

At the moment that om' friend of the plaid and bonnet 
entered the kitchen of the Drouthsloken, our jovial host 
was standing, as we have said, with his back to the fire — 
a roaring one, by the way — and looking the very personifi- 
cation of all that’s joyous, and comfortable, and care-dis- 
pelling. A bright and broad red waistcoat covered his portly 
front ; but buttoned so short a way up as to expose a dazz- 
ling display of snow-white linen beneath. Across this bril- 
liant garment there lay also the folds of a pure white 
apron, tucked up with business-like smartness. Dark vel- 
veteen small-clothes, with well-polished shoes, on which 
shone a pair of massive silver buckles, completed the outer 
man of Thonder Vander Tromp. 

Amongst the merry group of which Tromp was one, some- 
tliing like a sensation was created by the entrance of the 
stranger. The career of badinage was instantly arrested, 
and the eyes of the whole party truned towards him. Un- 
dismayed by the general attention he had excited, the 
stranger coolly deposited his bundle on a side-table, and, aji- 
l*roaching at once the fire, and the group by which it was 
surrounded, delivered himself, as he did so, of the very 
simple and homely remark — 

“ There’s a wat nicht, gentlemen.” 

Now, the stranger, although he had thus exjjrcsscd him- 
self, had not ventured to hope that his language would be 
understood. He had spoken mechanically as it were, and 
delivered himself in his usual way, simply because he could 
do no otherwise, and because he thought it necessary to sa^ 
something. Great, therefore, was his siu’prise, and, wc may 
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add, his joy also, when one of the young moj^ of the 
of singularly graceful manners and bearing^ achoow]e4g^ 
his greeting in excellent English, aj^d >vith gmfi poUteBOSS 
and civility of speech. 

Delighted at having met with a native of Qj-eat 
which he could not doubt the young man T^hp had addressed 
him was— 

“Feth, but I am ricljt glad, sh,” said the strapger— 
“ excuse my freedom — at having met wi’ a couptrymaB, as 
I talc ye to be, sir — in tlois outlandish i)lace. It’s mair than 
I expeckit, I’m sure. I had nae thochts o’ meetip wi’ ony 
but ane.” 

“And pray who was that one, my good friend?” said 
the young man, throwing, at the same time, a rapid look of 
intelligence around on his companions, who seemed at once 
to comprehend its meaning. “ AVho was that one, my good 
friend,” he said, “if I may ask, without subjecting myself 
to a charge of impertinence?” 

“Ou, nae impertinence at a’, sir; only ye’ll excuse me 
keepin my thoom on the mater ye inqume aboot till I ken 
better wha’s speerin. Excuse me, sir, excuse me, for this 
plainness,” continued the stranger, smiling; “but I hae 
come frae a country whar a slip o’ the tongue, in thae tinms, 
niicht cost a man his head; and that males follcs wary, ye 
ken.” 

“ Faith, and good reason it should, friend,” replied the 
young man, laughingly. “ Thou hast well accounted for thy 
caution. But recollect thou art now in a different country, 
mine honest friend, and hast no need to be so guarded in 
thy speech.” 

“Feth, sir, I dinna ken. That maybe; but, if ye had 
fan the ticklin o’ a tow aboot j^er craig, as I hae dune, ye 
wadna forget it in a hurry, nor the lesson it taught ye to 
keep yer tongue atween yer teeth.” 

“ Well, no doubt; that certainly is rough schooliiig,” said 
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the young cavalier; ‘‘but I repeat, again, that thou art now 
ill a different country, friend; and one where thou hast no- 
thing to fear from a reasonable use of thy tongue.” 

“Aweel, it maybe sae, sir,” replied the imperturbable 
stranger; “ but I ken o’ nae country whar a calm sough’s 
no guid counscL” 

“Ha! ha! ha! right, friend, right,” roared mine jolly 
liost of the Drouthsloken, with open mouth and noisy 
laugh. “ It is not goot to say too moosh anj^^vhere; no 
more in the Hague as any oder place. But here is all ho- 
nourable gentlemen,” he added, casting a furtive glance of 
good-humoured meaning at the young man who had first 
addressed the Scotch visiter, “ who will not make bad use 
of what you shall say.” 

“ Ou, I liae nae doot o’ that at a’, sir,” replied the latter; 
“but, to be plain wi’ ye, it’s no my intention to say ony- 
tliing that onybody can mak ony use o’, either guid, bad, or 
indifferent.” And, having said this, the speaker showed a 
very palpable desire to put an end to the conference, which 
he evidently began to think was studiously directed by the 
other party towards an elucidation of his purposes in visit- 
ing the Hague. In this disposition, however, he was by 
no means joined by the party in whose i^resence he was, 
particularly by the young man by whom he had been first 
addressed, who evinced a gi'atification in the peculiar hu- 
mour of the stranger, and an interest in him altogether 
that would not i^ermit of his being shaken off. So fru' in- 
deed, was he from permitting this, that he insisted on the 
latter’s joining him in a bottle of wine, which he instantly 
ordered mine jolly host of the Drouthsloken to produce. 

On the return of the latter, bearing a bottle of wine in 
one hand and a screw in the other — 

“ Will your — your ” he said, but was here interrupted 

by a wink from the person he addressed, which had the 
evident effect of making him substitute a different word for 
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tliat which he had intended to use, and he added “youi 
honour.’’ ‘‘ Will your honour not go up-stairs to yout 
own favourite apartment, de leetle blue parlour ?” 

“No, no, Mynheer Tromp,” replied the young cavalier, 
“we’ll just stay where we are. The night is cold, and I 
have always thought your kitchen the most comfortable 
and cheerful apartment in your house. So place us a 
table here, close by the fire, if you please.” 

iMynheer Vander Tromp bowed a humble assent; and, 
in an instant after, a small round table of walnut-tree, 
shining like a mirror, was placed in the desired situation. 
Bottles and glasses covered it in a twinkling, and in a 
twinkling also was the party seated around it, including 
oui friend of the bonnet and plaid. Tliis worthy per ^on 
at fiist shied the good fellowship thus thrust upon him; 
but, gradually warming with the wine he drank — for bot- 
tle succeeded bottle with marvellous celerity — he became 
by degrees less and less reserved in his manner, until at 
length his natural caution giving way altogether before 
the increasing pressure of the vinous infiuence, he became 
as communicative as he had before been the reverse. 


Availing himself of the altered disposition of the stran- 
ger, the young cavalier, whom we have represented as 
having more especially attached himself to the former, 
again endeavoured to extract from him the purpose of his 
visit to the Hague ; and his attempt was now successful. 

‘‘ Aweel, ril just tell ye Gude’s truth, gentlemen,” he 
said, in answer to a question, or rather hint, on the subject 
of explanation which had just been addressed to himbyhis 
young friend ; and for the reply to which all waited — ‘‘I’ll 
just tell ye Gude’s truth,as I think ye’re a’ honourable men, 
and wadna willingly bring a man into trouble, wha has gien 
ye nae cause o’ ofience. Ye see, then freends, I hae just ar- 
rived frae Scotland, and hae come here to see our unfortu- 
nate young king, Chai’les the Second that should be, whase 
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anhappy story ye dootless a’ ken. I h.ae been ruined oo^t 
o’ hoose and ha’ for the part I took in his pair faither’s 
behalf, and hae been obliged to flee my ain country, besides, 
for the same reason^ and hae noo come here, to see if His 
Majesty, God bless him, could afford me ony sort o’ protec- 
tion till the storm that’s noo teari n a’ up by the roots in Scot- 
land blaws by j and that’s just the hail affair, gentlemen. 

Ijongere the stranger had concluded thisaccount of the 
purpose of his visit to the 1 {ague, a look of intelligence, 
which originated with his young friend, had passed 
iiinongst his auditors, and, in the case of the former, was 
associated with a peculiar expression of sympathy. Both, 
however, the look alluded to, and the latter symptom of 
a yet deeper feeling, was unobserved by the person whose 
communication had given rise to them. Becoming now 
querist in turn, he asked, “if ony o’ the gentlemen could 
tell him whar the king leeved, and if they could put him 
on a way o’ gettin introduced to him f’ 

“ ddiou couldst not have lighted more luckily for that, 
my friend,” said the young man to whom we have already 
so often alluded, “than thou hast done in coming amongst 
us ; for it happens that I hold a confidential place near the 
j)erson of Charles, and will have much pleasure in exerting 
my influence in procuring you the introduction you desire.” 

“ Mony thanks to ye, freend,” I'eplied the martyr to 
royalty — “ m ony thanks to ye, if ye mean, by Charles, 
His ^lajesty the King o’ England — God bless him !” 

“ I certainly do, ray friend. I mean him and no other.” 
“ Weel, sir — excuse my freedom — if ye do, I think ye 
micht ca’ him sae. Wha can dispute his title, although 
his hack V)e at the wa’ ?” 

“Oh ! no one — no one, my good friend, I believe — that 
is, lawfully,” replied the young cavalier, laughingly ; “but, 
seeing his present circumstances — a wandering exile in a 
foreign land, crownless and coinless— we, somehow or other, 
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cannot get oitr tongues about those sounding titles tM m 
bis birthright. We prefer calling him simply Charles, or 
English Charles; and I rather think he prefers it himself. 

His titles he thinks best left in abeyance in the mean- 
time.” 

Aweel, if it be his ain pleasure, I hae nae mair to say^ 
Perhaps it s as prudent and becomin; for, as ye say, sir, a 
king that has neither a croon on his head nor in his pouch 
is in but a sair condition for his dignity. That maun be 
allowed.” 

There was not much in this remark itself to excite mer- 
riment; but there was certainly something in the naive 
manner in which it was delivered that was calculated to- 
produce this effect; and it did. A shout of laughter, in 
which the speaker’s young friend was the loudest and 
heartiest performer, acknowledged the peculiarity to which 
we have alluded. On the laugh subsiding, the latter again 
addressed the former, saying — • 

^‘But, friend, you have not yet told us by what name we 
should address you.” 

“As to that,” replied the stranger, smilingly, “I believe 
the maisfc appropriate name or title ye could gie me at the 
present moment wad be that o’ the Launless Laird. But 
it wasna aye sae. I had a bit guid property in the Loudans, 
ca’cd Lucky’s How, every clod o’t my ain, wi’ a yearly rental 
o’ forty merks, guid siller, forby the thirlage o’ the Mill o’ 
Meldrum, that was worth a guid twa or three merks mair. 
But a’s gane awa like a handfu o’ ingan peelins on a windy 
day; that cursed battle o’ Worcester settled a’, and left me 
withoot a groat, and witlioot as much grund as wad mak 
the liillock o’ a moudiwart. But it’s a’ gane in a guid 
cause; I dinna begrudge’t; and, besides, things ’ll maybe 
come roond again; and, if they dinna, there’s nae help for’t.” 

“ So 5"ou were at tlie battle of Worcester, laird?” said the 
speaker’s young friend. 
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“Fetli! tkftt I elr; finct th^re,’’ lie added, lioldiag 
out hifl right hand, which was mihtl^ the forefinger and 
thumb — ** there’s a certificate o’ the truth o my statement, 
gien under the hand o’ ane o’ Crum’ll’s praying dragoons. 
It was an ugly lick; but there were a hantle o’ uglier anes 
thah it gatin whar it was gotten. It was a coorse business 
athegither.’* 

** It was no less, my good friend,” said the young cavalier. 

“ 1 was there, too.” 

‘•^yas ye, feth?” replied the laird. “Then, if ye was, 
sir, ye saw a bonny stramash — mair than ye’ll forget in a 
liuriy, I daursay. It was an awfu scene yon, when the 
dragoons cam in upon us in the streets o’ Worcester. ’OdI 
they sliced and slapped aboot them as if they had gotten 
into a plantation o’ lang kale, and no amang Christian men 
like themsels.” 

“ It was indeed a sad business,” replied the young man, 
with a melancholy smile. “Saw ye the king on that dayl” 

“ I did,” replied the laird. 

“ Wouldst know him again?” 

“ No; I canna think I wad. I just got a glisk o’ him, 
fur the first and last time, in the middle o’ the dirdum at 
Worcester. When I saw him, the puir lad was fechtin like 
a Turk; but it was a’ to nae purpose. He was obleeged to 
rill for’t at last, and to perk himsel up in a tree, like a 
hoolet, to keep oot o’ the way o’ Crumll’s sodgers. If they 
had gotten the puir lad — as it was a God’s mercy they 
didna — they wad hae taen aff his head, nae doot, as they 
did his unfortunate faither’s; and then, as, indeed, it’s said 
they proposed to do, made a buttonmaker o’ his sister, and 
maybe a Spitalfields weaver o’ his brither, the Duke o’ 
Gloucester.” 

“ I have heard,” replied the young cavalier, with a con- 
temptuous smile, while a blush of deep feeling, it might be 
indignation, overspread his intelligent countenance — “I 
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have heard that some such idea was actually entertained by 
the Parliament as that thou hast alluded to.” 

Theie s nae doot that such a report was current, sir^ 
but whether true or no, I winna tak upon me to say. They 
may hae been belied in’t.” 

I hope they may,” replied the young cavalier, musingly 
Then, suddenly recovering himself, and assuming his usual 
cheerfulness of manner— “And what are the king’s friends 
about in Scotland?” he said, slapping the laird good-hu- 
mouredly on the knee. 

“Dooms little, sir,” replied the laird. “They daurna 
cheep. ]\Ionk has gotten his heel fairly on their necks; so 
that dcil a ane o’ them can wag either tongue or finger. 
There’s a wheen o’ them taen to the hills wi’ Glencaim and 
Balcarras; but what can they do? Naething. It’s a puir 
thing to be in that way, sir. I had a trial o’ that mysel. 
Tak my word for’t, that sleepin in a moss hag, or in the 
lee o’ a whin-bush, and leevin upon lavrocks, or raw turnips 
and bog- water, is nae better than it’s ca’cd.” 

“Well, well, laird, I hope times will mend with our poor 
friends in Scotland,” replied the young cavalier, to whom 
this picture of the sufferings of the royalists, notwithstand- 
ing the strong tincture it exhibited of the speaker’s natural 
humour, seemed to give much pain. “ I hope times will 
mend with them jet, and that feasting and feather-beds 
vrill make them forget the raw turnips and whin-bushes ye 
speak of. In the meantime, my good friend, push round 
the bottle, and let us talk of other matters; for these make 
me sad.” 

Nothing loth, the Laird of Lucky’s How filled up a brim- 
ming bumper, and, di'inking “ better times,” sent it down 
after some two or three dozen that had preceded it. 

The party were now getting into high glee. The laugh, 
the joke, and the bottle went merrih" round, and the mer- 
riest, and apparently the most jovial of the company, was 
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tlic j^oung gentleman whom we have hitherto represented 
as expressly attaching himself to the laird, and whose name, 
as the latter learned from himself, was Jones. This roy- 
sterer was the life and soul of the company, when royster- 
ing became the order of the evening; but his mirth was 
tempered with a gentleness of demeanour, and an air of 
polished hilarity, if such a phrase may be permitted, as in- 
spired the idea of the presence of a perfect gentleman. His 
whole manner, in short, was exceedingly captivating. His 
fancy was ready and playful; his wit brilliant and appro- 
priate; and the affability and winning character of his smile 
irresistible. Altogether, he was a most delightful com- 
panion, and admirably calculated to figure in such circum- 
stances as those in which he was now placed. How he 
might acquit himself in a scene of a more grave and serious 
cluiractcr, it would not perhaps have been easy to guess. 

The mirth of the party in the kitchen of the Drouth- 
si oken had just attained its height, when a circumstance 
occurred which did not affect its humour, but somewhat 
changed its character. This was the entrance of two of the 
landlord’s daughters. Dressed in the neat and simple, al- 
though somewhat peculiar, costume of then' country, with 
their hair tightly braided up, and bound with a broad silver 
frontlet, so as to exhibit in bold relief the contour of their 
full and fair countenances, two prettier girls than Juliana 
and Joan Vander Tromp were not within the walls of the 
Hague. 

As they entered the kitchen, to which they had come 
merely, or, perhaps, we should have said ostensibly, to look 
after some household affairs, the girls curtsied slightly but 
gracefully to the company by which it was occupied, and, 
smiling pleasantly and good-naturedly the while, passed on 
to the upper end of the apartment, and began to occupy 
themselves in some little domestic duties. They had not, 
however, been permitted to enter unnoticed. On their ap- 

J53 
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pearance, tlio whole party got up from their seats, and ac- 
Icnowledgcd their presence hy a gallant greeting; and in thia 
courtesy, Mr Jones again shone pre-eminent by the greater 
grace and deeper devotion he displayed in his chivalrous 
welcome to the fair visiters. 

It might have been observed, too, that to him, in turn, 
were the curtsies and the looks also of the young ladies 
most especially dhected; but in this case these were asso- 
ciated with a degree of respect for which it would not have 
been easy to accoimt. 

“ AVhat think ye of our fair Netherlanders, laird?” said 
Mr J ones to the latter, in a half whisper, when the ladies’ 
attention was, or seemed to be, engrossed by their occupa- 
tion. “Will they not match your Scotch lasses, think 
you?” 

“ Tliat’s a pair o’ braw queans, I maun allow,” replied 
the laird. “Just twa as bonny bits o’ lassocks as ane wad 
wish to sec; but I think they want the complexion — they 
hacna the blume o’ oim kilted heather trampers. They 
want the caller red that the norland breeze puts on the 
cheeks o’ our Scottish gilpies. That’s my humble opinion, 
sii*. But they’re twa bonny lassocks, for a’ that. bTae 
doot o’t.” 

“ On the score of complexion I grant ye, laird, they are, 
perhaps, deficient a little, but I think this amply compen- 
sated by the intellectual expression, the fine contour, and 
the softer and more intense lustre of the eye. I have seen 
your Scottish maidens, laird, and admired them in my 
time.” 

“Beth, sir, I maun say your taste wad hae been very 
questionable if yo hadna,” interposed the laird. “When 
and whar saw ye them, if ye please, sii'? AVhat pairt o’ 
Scotland was ye in?” he added. 

Tlic question appeared to place Jones in a diflSculty for a 
moment; but he at length answered — 



THE LAIED OP LUCKY S HOTT, 


131 


•‘Why, laird, I have been in many parts of Scotland in 
my day. I was with the king at Scone.” 

“Was that at the time o’ his coronation?” inquired the 
laii-d. 

“ It was,” said J ones. 

“And it wad be there, like, and aboot the quarter o’ 
Perth, that ye saw our bonny Scotch lasses, I warrant,” 
said the laird, laughingly. “Ay, if a’ tales be true, the 
king admired them when he saw them, as muckle as ye 
could do, sir,” continued the laird. 

“ Why, they do report something of that kind,” replied 
Jones, with some confusion of manner, and slightly colour- 
ing as he spoke — indications of a feeling, whatever it was, 
which seemed highly edifying to his companions, who 
marked it with repeated bursts of laughter; “ they do report 
something of the kind,” said Jones; “ but we mustn’t credit 
all we hear, laird.” 

“ The tae half’s aboot the usual thing I believe,” replied 
the latter; “and, if we tak that in the present ca,se — that 
is, regarding the king’s gallantries ” 

“Ay, ay, go on, laird, go on — that’s it— give us all you 
know about the king’s gallantries in Scotland,” shouted, 
almost simultaneously, the other members of the party. 
“ Go on, go on, like a good fellow.” 

“ Nay, nay, now,” exclaimed J ones, earnestly, but good- 
humouredly, “ as one of the king’s confidential servants, I 
must protest, laird, against your divulging anything of that 
kind in my presence.” 

“Never mind the protest— never mind the protest, laird. 
Go on, and we’ll stand between you and the consequences,” 
again shouted several members of the party. “What know 
ye about the king’s gallantries at Scone?” 

Ou, it was nae great things after a’, to mak a wark 
aboot; but, ye see, there war a wheen unco godly minis- 
ters there at the time, an’ they made an awfu ado aboot it. 
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The hale affair was just this. The king happenin to go 
into the room that he usually occupied in the Palace o’ 
Scone ae mornin earlier than ordinar, wha does he fin sortin’t 
oot but a bit bonny lassie o’ a chaumermaid. Aweel, whan 
she saw the king enter, wham she hadna expeckit for at 
least an hour after, what does she do but mak a rin oot, as 
it war, and what does the king do but kep her, throw his 
arms aboot her neck, and gie her a hearty kiss — a reglar 
royal salute? And awa gaed the lassie, skirlin like a cur- 
lew, half-mad wi’ the fricht an’ the honour. But what wad 
ye hae o’t but that ane o’ the Covenantin ministers, Y/ha 
v/ar then as thick as craws aboot Scone — it bein just like a 
rookery wi’ the black coats for the time — suld be just at 
the moment stanin at a window, in anither apartment that 
lookit richt into the ane whar the king had kissed the bit 
lassie, and saw the hale affair; and what does he do but re- 
port the scandal to his brethren, wha, shocked at the in- 
decency, appointed a committee o’ ministers to reprove the 
royal offender ! This committee accordingly waited on the 
king, whan their spokesman, ane Douglas — an awfu stern 
man — after rebookin His Majesty, added, that it wad be 
prudent o’ him, whan he desired to amuse himsel in future, 
to be mair carefu in shuttin the windows.” 

“ Capital, laird; capital ! ” shouted several of the party, in 
convulsions of laughter. Any more — any more?” 

Hay, nay, now, laird,” said Jones, laughing, and clap- 
ping his hand on the mouth of the tell-tale; ‘‘ on your alle- 
giance to yoiu lawful sovereign, I command ye to silence. 
He must not, in my presence, be made a subject of mirth to 
these idle jesters.” 

Tuts, it’s but a joke, man; but if ye think it wad offend 
His Majesty, I’ll say nae mair. I Avad suner lose something 
considerable than do that. But what the waim can the 
kiiig be o’ it’s bein kent that he likes the lasses? I troAV 
it’s rather a feather in his kep than a discredit till him.” 
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“Well done, laird !” exclaimed Jones, clapping tlie former 
jocosely on the shoulder. “Thou’rt a good old soul; and I 
shall take care that Charles knows of thy lenity towards 
his failings. It will do thee no harm with him.” 

Having said this, Jones rose from the table, and went 
towards the landlord’s daughters, who were still busily 
occupied, or apparently so, at any rate, at the further end 
of the apartment. His approach to these fair damsels was 
made in the most gallant fashion imaginable, and with all 
the air and manner of a thoroughbred courtier and cava- 
lier. What conversation passed between him and the girls 
was not overheard by the other members of the party; but 
the frequent bursts of laughter which Avere from time to 
time elicited, sufficiently showed that it was of a mirthful 
character, and that the badinage of Jones fully supported, 
ill point and brilliancy, the credit of his other kindred qua- 
lifications. After some time, he returned to his party, and 
again took his seat beside the laird; who, on his doing so, 
remarked — 

“ Feth, sir, yc seem as guid a hand at botherin the lasses 
as your master. It’s in the family, I think.” 

A roar of laughter succeeded this sally, to which Jones 
himself was one of the largest contributors, although it was 
certainly mingled with some embarrassment of manner. 
From this embarrassment, however, he was unexpectedly 
relieved by the strains of a wandering minstrel, which sud- 
denly rose from the street, just underneath the window of 
the kitchen of the Drouthsloken. As these strains were of 
no ordinary excellence, they instantly attracted the atten- 
tion of all in the apartment, inclusive of the landlord’s two 
hiir daughters, one of whom in especial (Juliana) evinced, 
by her flurried and agitated manner, a greater interest in 
the presence of the minstrel than would have been war- 
ranted on the supposition that it was merely accidental. 
Her confusion, however, and the consciousness which it 
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implied of a knowledge exceeding that of those around her, 
passed undiscovered by all except Jones, whose more vigi- 
lant eye detected these symptoms of secret and mysterious 
understanding. He made no remark, however, on the 
subject; and carefully concealed his discovery, not only 
from the rest of the party, but from her who was the ob- 
ject of his mental speculations. Having concluded his 
seienade, or at least its first department, which consisted, 
first, of a preliminary flourish on a violin, executed with 
great spirit and felicity, and then of a song, accompanied 
by the instrument, sung in a peculiarly deep-toned, but ex- 
ceedingly melodious, voice, the minstrel ceased for a few 
seconds, when Jones proposed that he should be invited in; 
and that, if he proved merely a gallant, he should be asked 
to a glass of wine; and if he turned out a professional per- 
former, who came in the exercise of his vocation, he should 
be requested to entertain them with his music within-doors. 
To this proposal a general assent was at once given; and 
this assent was immediately followed by the proceeding 
proper to its fulfilment. Three or foim of the party, headed 
by Jones, instantly rushed out, and surrounded the asto- 
nished minstrel before he was aware. At first he discovered 
s 3 miptoms of a desire to escape from the party; but, seeing 
this impossible, he stood his ground manfull}", and awaited 
the pleasure of the gentlemen, whose notice, he said, he 
had the honour, it seemed, of so speciall}^ attracting. A 
momentary glance at the S23caher satisfied Jones and his 
2 )arty of his quality. It was that of a professed street per- 
former; or at least of a person of the humblest class, as 
was indicated by his apijai'el, which consisted of a short 
cloak, with a sort of coarse jerkin underneath, a i^air of 
wide and ill-made knee-breeches, coarse blue woollen stock- 
ings, and a pair of enormous wooden shoes. On his head 
was a brown felt hat, of a conical shape, adorned with a 
cock’s feather, and altogether re-sembling those seen in 
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paintings of Dutch boors. These outward indications, then, 
settled the question of the minstrel’s rank, and rendered no 
ceremony necessary in inviting him in. 

**You play well, friend,” said Jones. **lYe have been 
listening to you, and will be glad if you will come and 
amuse us for half-an-hour or so. I will see to your being 
suitably recompensed.” 

“ Thank you, honourable sirs,” replied the minstrel. “ I 
doubt not of my recompense, were it once earned; but the 
hour is late, and I may not tarry abroad longer. Moreover, 

I make it a rule never to enter any house, or to perform to 
any private party within-doors. I bid you a good-night, 
gentlemen.” 

‘‘ Nay, by my troth, and you do no such thing, friend,” 
said Jones, seizing the minstrel, who was at this moment 
about making off, by the skirt of his jerkin. “We don’t 
part with good company in this way. Friends,” he said, 
addressing his companions, “lend a hand here, to secure 
the fiddler. We must compel him to his own interest, 
which he would thus wilfully neglect.” 

No sooner said than done. In a twinkling the reluctant 
minstrel was gras^Ded on all sides, and in an instant after 
found himself in the centre of the kitchen of the Drouth- 
sloken, to which he had been carried almost bodilj^, in de- 
spite of a certain quantum of vain resistance and remon- 
strance, by which he had at first endeavoured to thwart 
the purpose of his captors. On being brought into the 
light of the kitchen, it was discovered that the captured 
fiddler and songster was deficient of an ej^e, at least of the 
use of it, as it was covered by a large green shade, appa- 
rently unnecessarily large, as it concealed the half of his 
face. Another peculiarity was now also observable, and 
this was, that the neck of his cloak was clasped at a most 
extraordinary height up on his face, and that he would by 
no means listen to any entreaties, either to lay aside the 
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said cloak, or even to unloosen the clasp by which it was 
seemed in so strange a position. We need scarcely add, 
that the efiect of these various dispositions of his externals 
was to conceal almost entirely his countenance, of which 
only a small portion of the left side was visible; and even 
this it was attempted to cii’cumscribe as much as possible, 
by the disposition of the hair of the head, which was care- 
fully combed down over the exposed space. 

Come now, friend, ’ said J ones, addressing the musician, 
and handing him, at the same time, a huge brimmer of 
wine, “gulp this with a celerity that shall be creditable to 
thy ciaft, man, and let us have thereafter a taste of thy 
calling— some of thy merriest strains; for I mean to see if 
we cannot make a dance of it, by the help of these fhii 
dames there” — inclining his head towards the landlord’s 
daughters, who still kept their ground in the kitchen; al- 
though, if the matter had been inquired into, we rather 
fear they would have found some difficulty in naming the 
particular duty that detained them. 

Finding it of no use to resist the spirit which he saw pre- 
vailed amongst the party, the minstrel quietly despatched 
the contents of the goblet that had been presented to him, 
and commenced the duty that had been imposed upon him. 
On the first sound of the preliminary flourish of his bow be- 
coming audible, J ones went up to the buxom daughters of 
Mynheer Tromp, and in his most gallant manner asked them 
if they would have any objection to take the floor with bim 
and his friends, seeing that they had unexpectedly made the 
acquisition of an admii'able musician, although, he must 
confess, rather an odddooking man; and Jones, as he made 
the latter remark, looked slyly at Juliana, to mark its efiect, 
and found it acknowledged by a deep but transient blush, 
which she endeavoured to conceal 

The proposal, however, of a dance was accepted on the 
part of the younger sister, Joan, mth eager alacrity; and 
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on tlie part of Juliana with an appearance of the same wil- 
lingness, but with a confusion and hesitation of manner that 
gave token of a counteracting feeling. Having obtained the 
consent of the fair sisters to tread a measiu'e, the gay 
courtier took a hand of each, and gallantly led them to the 
middle of the floor; intimating, at the same time, by signal, 
to his friends to clear the space for the impending perform- 
ances — a signal which they lost no time in obeying; two or 
three seizing chairs apiece; and other two or three one of 
whom was the laird, who seemed to enter with great good- 
will into the spirit of the thing — lifting the table, with all 
it carried, to a distant corner of the apartment. 

Just as these preparations were completed, and while 
Jones stood in the middle of the floor, doing the polite to 
his two ladies — but directing his attentions most especially 
to the elder — their father, the jolly Vander Tromp, who had 
been absent for a considerable time, entered the apartment, 
when, perceiving what was going on— 

“ Ah, very goot, very goot I” he said, in his most hilarious 
manner — his j oily, broad red face beaming with delight. A 

daunce, a daunce — ah, very goot thing a daunce” — and he 
cracked his finger and thumb, and threw up one of his huge 
Ic'gs in the air, with an expression of highly-excited feeling. 
Then, calming down a moment — “ You vill have no objec- 
tion, Mynheer Jones, to my frow have share in the daunce 
Objection, Tromp!” ejaculated Jones, with well-feigned 
horror at the supposition. “ By no means. I shall be but 
too proud of the honour'.” 

“ An tank you. Mynheer Jones — you are too goot.” And 
saying this, Vander Tromp disappeared, with another joy- 
ous flourish of finger and thumb and left leg, in search of 
]\Irs Tromp, to conduct her into the presence of the dancers, 
and to a share of their amusement. 

In the meantime, the parties w^ere set, and the dance com- 
menced with great vigour; Jones displaying in this exercise 
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a degree of skill and grace in entire keeping with the refine- 
ment of his general manner. His spirits, too, were exube- 
rant, and infused a life into all around him, that all the other 
circumstances combined could not have inspired. 

Although by no means wanting in attention to the younger 
lady, it might be observed, however, that Jones was much 
more assiduous in his civihties to Juliana; and, what was 
a yet more remarkable circumstance, it might also have 
been observed, that the musician evinced a strange sensation 
of uneasiness whenever he saw Jones paying any particular 
attention to this lady. He fidgeted in his seat, bungled the 
tune he was playing, and shot fiercer glances from his soli- 
tary optic on the revellers on the floor, but most especially 
on J ones and his fair favomdte. What was odd, too, Jones 
seemed to be aware of the feeling he was exciting in the 
sensitive fiddler, and to delight in the uneasiness he was 
occasioning; for the more markedly it was evinced, the 
more assiduous and persevering was he in his gallantries. 
Although, however, all this might have been sufficiently 
evident to a close and vigilant observer, it escaped the no- 
tice of those present; for Jones managed his secret tactics, 
whatever these were, with great caution, and exhibited no 
otlier symptoms of consciousness than a slight, scarcely per- 
ceptible, smile of sly intelligence. 

We have said that none present w^ere cognisant of this 
in5’sterious understanding, or rather misunderstanding, be- 
tween Jones and the musician; but we are not sm'ethat this 
is quite correct. There was an air of embarrassment about 
the manner of the fair Juliana, that seemed to indicate that 
she was also in possession of some share of the secret know- 
ledge that was working so much underhand mischief; and 
of this Jones appeared likewise to be aware. 

Thus stood matters, then, with this trio, when Vander 
Tromp and his wife — the former leading the latter on his 
arm — came tripping into the kitchen, with the grace and 
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agility of a couple of elephants; for the worthy spouse of the 
worthy landlord of the Drouthsloken was, like himself, of 
the regular Dutch build, and had very much the shape and 
appearance of a featherbed upon legs, if such an object can 
be conceived. Her breadth, which was naturally of the most 
formidable dimensions, was greatly increased by a stiff silk 
gown, which projected in rigid amplitude on all sides, and 
gave to her whole person an appearance of illimitable 
expanse. Notwithstanding these vast dimensions, there 
was yet a comeliness about her bulk, and an expression of 
benevolence and good-nature in her rosy countenance, that 
rendered her altogether by no means an unpleasing object. 

On the entrance of mine host and his larger as well as 
better half, Jones, with that gallant devotion which seemed 
natural to him, instantly advanced towards the latter, and, 
with a preliminary flourish of some of his most graceful 
o1)c i sail CCS, in which, perhaps, a very shrewd obseiwer 
might have discovered a slight tincture of mock gallantry, 
invited her to join him in the next dance. The large lady, 
with a good-humoured smile, curtsied a ready acquiescence 
to the polite invitation; and, in the next instant, might be 
s(‘en sailing majestically through the mazes of the dance, 
do, cly attended by her respectful and devoted partner. 

In the meantime, the unwilling musician seemed heartily 
tired of his employment, and looked as if he would have 
given a trifle not only to have got quit of that employment, 
but to have got out of the house altogether. Jone.s, how- 
ever, was inexorable; and the more marked the fiddler’s im- 
patience became, the more unmercifully did he deal out his 
orders to “ play up;” and much did he seem to delight, al- 
though he kept the satisfaction to himself, in the grin of 
ii’ritation which his commands never failed to produce on 
the countenance of the hapless musician. Leaving, then, 
the general position of matters in the kitchen of the Drouth- 
Blokcn in this state, we shall resume the particular liLstory 
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of the laird’s proceedings, which we fear the reader may 
think we have already too long neglected. 

Of the ongoings of the evening the laird, who was now 
pretty well in the wind, was an attentive, but by no means 
a silent, spectator. In the enthusiasm which the proceed- 
iiigs passing before him had excited, he had mounted a chair, 
and from that elevated position was whooping, and yelling, 
and shouting, and clapping his hands — at once to e3q)ress 
his own delight in the performances, and to encom'age the 
performers. 

‘‘ That’s it, my bonny lassie ! ” he screamed out, address- 
ing the younger Tromp, whose agility particularly pleased 
him. “ ’Od ye’re just doin amazinly! That’s it! Kilt yer 
coats, ye cutty, and skelp at it withouten fear or dread! 
That’s the true way to mak a figure on a flure !” 

“ Feth, no amiss, guidwife, no amiss ava,” he said, and 
now addressing himself to the better half of mine host of 
the Drouthsloken, who was heaving like a seventy-four in 
a ground-swell — ‘‘no amiss ava, considerin the wecht ye 
cany. Ye’re just doin wonderfu, too, to be sae broad in 
the beam. My word, but ye are a sonsy lass,” he conti- 
nued, his attention gradually directing itself to a contem- 
plation of her personal dimensions. “If ye’re an unce, ye’re 
twenty stane, quarry wecht; and everybody kens that’s no 
Bcrimpit.” 

“Weel dune, Jones! weel dune, lad! Hoo, hurrah! up 
wi’t I Ye’ve a pair o’ guid souple shanks o’ youi’ ain. That’s 
it, lad — that’s it! Up wi’t! Hoo, hurrah, hurrah!” 

And the laird clapped his hands with a vigour and energy 
that emitted a sound more hke the contact of a pair of boards 
than human palms; and accompanying this expression of 
heartiness of feeling with whoops and shouts, that drowned 
the noise of both feet and fiddle. 

Impartial in the distribution of his praises, the laird now 
directed his compliments to the various other members of 
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the dancing party, severally, and finished with mine host 

himself. , . , ,, 

“ Unco weel, laird, unco weel,” he exclaimed, addressing 

that worthy performer. “ ReaUy, unco weel ! yeVe a won- 

derfu licht foot to hae sic a heavy stern. That’s it, laird . 

Up wi’ the left leg ! — capital, capital ! ” And again the laird 

clapped his hands, and again raised his tremendous war- 

whoop. 

Hitherto the dancers had paid no particular attention to 
the laird’s noisy expressions of interest in their proceedings; 
but they so highly tickled Mr Jones, that, on the conclu- 
sion of the dance, he came laughing up to the laird, and 
asked Iiim if he would not take a turn on the floor on the 
next occasion. 

No, thank ye, l\Ir Jones,” replied the latter; my dancin 
days are weel aboot owrc now; but, though the flesh is weak, 
the spirit’s willin, and, to mak mysel as guid company” as 
possible. I’ll tak a screed o’ the fiddle an ye like; for I’m 
mail’ souple aboot the elbows than the ankles now-a-days, 
and, besides, I dinna think that fallow puts the richt smed- 
dum in his tunes. They’re awfu draicky, and no like our 
S(^otch measures, that mak ye fling your legs aboot like 
flails, till ye dinna ken whether your heels or your head’s 
uppermost.” 

“All ha, very fair, laird,” replied Jones, laughing; “and 
although I have reasons for keeping all relief from the fiddler 
as long as possible, I am so curious to hear your perform- 
ance, that I, for my part, consent to your taking a turn of 
his instrument, provided he will allow you.” 

“We’ll try him,” replied the laird, briefly, and at the 
same time stepping down from his high place, and there- 
after proceeding with Jones towards the musician of the 
evening, in order to offer his services in the way of assist- 
ing him. 

“ Friend,” said Jones to the one-eyed minstrel, while the 
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laird stood behind, or rather beside him, waiting the result 
of his application — ‘‘friend, have you any objection to be 
relieved a little in your labours? Here is a brother musician, 
who would gladly take a turn with you, provided you would 
favour him with the loan of your instrument.” 

The only reply of the fiddler was a sullen, dissentient 
growl; for he was as averse to speaking as to exposing his 
countenance. 

“What! won’t you lend our friend here your fiddle?” 
said Jones, now bursting out into a fit of suppressed laugh- 
ter, which seemed, from its heartiness, and the relief which 
it evidently afforded him, to have been long pent up. “ Ho, 
man, do — you had better do. Til be much obliged to you” 

■ — with marked emphasis on the pronoun, which he fm'ther 
increased by a gentle but significant tread on the toe of the 
perplexed minstrel, who, after returning the secret intima- 
tion of Jones by a smile and an intelligent leer of his open 
eye, handed the fiddle to the laird without saying a word. 

The incident which we have just described was unob- 
served by any other party but those concerned in it, or, at 
least, if it was observed, it was not understood; and in this 
predicament also stood he who had the best opportunity 
of seeing it — namely, the laird. He saw all that passed be- 
tween Jones and the fiddler; but he could not make out 
what it meant; nor did he seem to concern himself about 
discovering it. Having got the fiddle into his possession, 
the laird commenced tuning it with great assiduity, and 
with a bow stroke that showed he was well practised in the 
use of the instrument. The tuning effected to his mind, ho 
struck up, with great vigour, a ranting Scotch reel, which 
he played with uncommon spirit and skill. At first, the 
novelty of the measure took the greater part of the audience 
by surprise. For a time they could make nothing of it; 
but music being a universal language, both the sphit and 
rhvthm of the tune soon began to be perceived and appre- 
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ciate.!; and, with a little schooUng from Jones, who seemed 
not only to understand the music, hut to be delighted with 
it, the dancers were placed in the order of a reel; and, by a 
vigilant superintendence of their motions on the part of the 
latter, they contrived to get through the figure wi i o e 
rahle correctness. All were delighted with the new dance. 
It wa-s repeated again and again, and every time with in- 
creased success, and a diminishing necessity for the inter- 
ference of Jones, who, having entered fully into the spiiit 
of the mirthful train, whooped and yelled as vociferously 
as ever the laird had done. His enthusiasm was infectious ; 
all caught it— even the broad-beamed wife of Vander Tromp, 
who moved under the inspiring influence of the laird s bow 
with an agility that no one could have believed her ponde- 
rous person capable of; while the others, including mine 
portly host himself, flung, and flew, and shuffled, as nmdly 
as the witches in the midnight dance in Alloway Kirk. 
The spell, in short, of the laird’s music was complete, and 
each owned the hilarious spirit which it was so well calculated 
to diffuse over all who were within reach of its influence— 
in other words, over all who were within hearing of the 
laird’s admirably -played fiddle. Inspired with additional 
glee by these indications of the powerful effect of his music, 
the laird still further heightened its influence by breaking 


out, as he played, into short, abrupt shouts, which were re- 
sponded to, from time to time, by the male dancers, but 
with most especial emphasis by J ones, who seemed to be, 
altogether, at the very acme of human enjoyment. 

It was while the revellers were thus dinning the drowsy 
ear of night with their obstreperous mirth, and while they 
were yet in the full career of enjoyment, that four poisons 
suddenly entered the kitchen of the Krouthsloken. They 
were in the garb of seamen, wearing large, shaggy pea- 
jackets, and low, round-crowned, glazed hats, wuth circular 
flaps projecting behind. Although, however, all were dressed 
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nearly alike, there was one who evidently took the lead 
amongst them. He was a young man, and had an air of 
authority in his manner to which the rest seemed to pay 
deference. Some differences, too, in his outer habiliments, 
notwithstanding of the general resemblance that prevailed 
in this particular, pointed him out as of a superior grade to 
the others. This person was not unknown to the inmates 
of the house. He was recognised as Captain Hagedorn of 
the Jungfrau of Rotterdam — a man of fierce, irascible tem- 
per, and an ardent, although not very acceptable, admirer 
of J uliana. On his entrance, therefore, he was immediately 
greeted as an acquaintance by Tromp, his wife, and their 
two daughters — by J uliana, however, with an evident con- 
fusion and embarrassment of manner. To these greetings, 
Hagedorn vouchsafed the return only of a surly and unin- 
telligible muttering, while he proceeded to provide himself 
with a chair, on which he placed himself directly opposite 
the one-eyed minstrel, at whom he threw, from time to 
time, loolcs of the most malignant ferocity. 

All, especially J uliana, who had reasons for fearing the 
worst, seemed impressed with the belief that the fellow was 
bent on mischief, and that he had come there for the es- 
pecial purpose. Of this they were more convinced, on ob- 
serving the brass-tipped sheaths of cutlasses projecting from 
beneath the pea-jackets of the intruders. Their fears were 
not long of being realised. 

Tromp,” said Hagedorn (we take the liberty of trans- 
lating, in this, and all other similar cases), “I thought you 
kept a regular, decent house. Such is the character you 
pretend to, at any rate.” 

And such,” replied Tromp, with a blush of honest in- 
dignation, is the character I maintain. Who shall gain- 
say it?” 

“Why, there are some things going on here to-night that 
don’t look much like it,” replied Hagedorn. “'Know ye, 
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Ti'orai), or does Juliana loiow, who this one-eyed gallant 
Lsl” pointing to the late serenader. 

'SMiether they do or not, they shall soon know, and so 
shall you to your cost, Hagedorn!” replied the minstrel, 
starting to his feet, and hastily stripping off the disguise, 
eye-patch and all, in which he was enveloped; a proceeding 
which discovered to the astonished onlookers — not, how- 
ever, including either Jones or Juliana, who had a previous 
knowledge of his identity -a tall, handsome, gentlemanly- 
looking young man, well known as Sir Lionel Musgrave, 
one of the gayest and most respected of those English gen- 
tlemen who shared the misfortunes and exile of Charles II. 
during the existence of the Commonwealth. 

“Ha!” said Hagedorn, starting to his feet, on Musgrave 
discovering himself. “So, I have unearthed the fOx, eh!” 
And, as he spoke, he made a giasp at Musgi'ave s throat; 
which the latter evaded hy adroitly stepping back a pace, 
when he instantly drew his sword and made a pass at Hage- 
dom, who, however, skilfully warded it off with his cutlass, 
to which he had had recourse the moment he missed his 
hold of his antagonist. These proceedings were, of course, 
a signal to all the other men in the apartment to muster on 
their respective sides; and this they instantly did. Ilage- 
dorn’s men immediately drew; J ones and his party did the 
same; and the women ran screaming from the scene of the 
impending contest. In one instant after, a general melde com- 
menced. There w^ere deep oaths, overturning of tables, and 
clasliing of swords in every direction, and all the other cha- 
racteristics of a tremendous and very serious hubbub. Blow^s, 
too, were not wanting. They fell thick and fast on all sides. 

Hitherto our friend the laird had remained an idle, but 

sullicicntly-astonished spectator of the strange and sudden 

scene that had been thus brought before his visual organs. 

Though an idle, he was not altogether, however, a mute 

witness of the proceedings that were going forward. 

154 
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’Od ! this is a queer business !” he muttered to himself. 
“ Wia on earth wad hae thocht that yon blin-ee’d, broken- 
doon-lookin soul o’ a fiddler wad hae turned oot a braw 
young swanky like that? JSTa, na, that’ll no do,” suddenly 
added the laird, and now referring to the circumstance of 
J ones being hard pressed by two of the intruders. “ Twa 
on ane — that’ll never do.” And the laird looked around 
him for some weapon wherewith he might compensate the 
odds against his friend. ^Nothing of this kind more efficient 
than the tongs presenting itself, the laird leaped down from 
the table on which he had been perched in the quality of 
musician, and, seizing the afore-mentioned instrument by 
the feet, advanced upon the foe, shouting, Stan to them, 
J ones ! stan to them, lad ! till I gie them a taste o’ the 
tangs ! ” And, in the same instant, he discharged a blow 
at the head of one of Jones’ assailants that laid him sense- 
less on the floor, rinding his first effort so successful, the 
laird repeated the experiment on the prostrate man’s com- 
panion with precisely the same result. Down he went also 
with a fractured skull. “That’s the wayj” shouted the 
laird, now greatly excited by his own destructive exertions; 
“ ca’ them down like nine-pins ! Soop them aff the face o’ 
theyearth!” 

At this moment, the laird’s lo Pjeans were interrupted 
by the entrance of a party of the town-guard, whom Tromp 
had summoned to his aid. These immediately seized on 
the intruders, as they were pointed out by the latter — the 
fallen men having so far recovered as to be now sitting up, 
although evidently sick and giddy from the effects of the 
laird’s blows, and looldng, as he said himself, “unco white 
aboot the gills”' — and marched them off to the guard-house, 
to answer in due time to the judicial authorities of the city 
for the breach of the peace of which they had been guilty. 

On the kitchen of the Drouthsloken being cleared of the 
enemy, an investigation into the extent of personal injury 
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snstained took place, when it was found that this was, after 
all very trivial, consisting only of two or three shght flesh 
wounds, of which Masgrave bore two, and one or two others 


one apiece. • , - . -i 

“And now, laird,” said Jones, addi'essing the latter, 

“what share of the honours have you got'? 

“ Dell a scratch,” replied the laird. “ Feth,^ I didna gie 
them time for that. I didna stan whilly-whain wi’ them, 
wi’ a hit shahhlc in my haun, as ye a’ did, hut gied them 
richt knock-me-doon thuds at ance— sent them owre like 
Btots, ane after the ither. Feth ! common me to a pair o 
tangs in a kitchen row. It maks clean wark. 1 11 think 
mair o’ them as a weapon, haith o’ offence and defence, than 

ever I did.” ^ i c 

“ In such hands as yours, laird, they certainly are a sut- 

ficicntly-formidahlo weapon. Had it it not been for them 
and you together, I would scarce have got off so scatheless 
as I have done. I owe you a good turn, and it shaU not he 
forgotten. I promised you an introduction to the king, 
and I shall not only fulffl that promise, hut, as my word 
goes a long way with him, I shaU give such an account of 
you as, I answer for it, will insure you a favourable recep- 
tion, and probably procure you some still more substantial 

tokens of his regard.” 

“ Ou, thank ye, sir, thank ye,” said the laird; but I 
dinna see that I hae dune onything the nicht that should 
entitle me to ony special favour frae his most gracious 
Majesty. What interest can he possibly hae in a kitchen 

collyshangy like this'?” 

“ More than you’re aware of, perhaps, laird ; but never 
mind that in the meantime. Here comes Tromp, to read 
us a lectm'e, I daresay, on the evening’s occurrences, al- 
though it was none of our fault either. Ha, Musgrave, my 
spark 1” continued Jones, and now turning to that gallant 
— “didst think I couldn’t have known thee? ’Od’s fish, 
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limn, I would have known the cut of thy jib, although thou 
haclst been sewn in a sack.” 

Faith, your ” A wink from Jones prevented the 

word that was about to follow. The wink was understood. 
‘‘Faith, my friend,” said Musgrave, laughing, “to tell a 
truth, I had no idea you were here. It was intended for a 
stolen march — to sec whether I could not win my wager, 
by cutting ye out in the good graces of our landlord’s fair 
daughter July.” The conversation between Jones and Mus- 
grave was here interrupted by the approach of Tromp, who 
came not, as the latter had suspected, to complain of what 
had occurred, but merely to request that the gentlemen 
would now retire, as it was getting late, and as his house- 
hold was in a state of great alarm and confusion, in conse- 
quence of what had taken place. 

The request was too respectfully made, and in itself too 
reasonable, to admit of the smallest objection. The party 
immediately donned their hats and cloaks, when Jones, tak- 
ing the laird by the hand, told him to remain where he was 
for the night, and that he would wait upon him on the fol- 
lowing morning to conduct him to the king. 

Agreeably to his promise, early in the forenoon of the fol- 
lowing day, Jones, attended by a gay band of cavaliers, en- 
tered the apartment in which the laird was at breakfast. 

“Oh, Mr Jones, hoo are ye?” said the latter, rising from 
his seat on the entrance of the former. “ I’m sure this is 
very guid o’ ye. JSTane the waur o’ the bit stramash we had 
last nicht, I hope?” 

“ Oh I not a bit, not a bit, kind thanks to you for that, 
laird,” replied Jones. “ISTow, my friend,” continued the 
latter, “ I am better than my word: I promised to bring you 
to the Idng; instead of this, I have brought the king to 
you. Any objection, laird, to take me for yoiu lawful, but 
unfortunate long? I am Charles,” he said, in a tone of 
more earnest emphasis. 
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Need we describe the laird’s amazement at this astound- 
ing disclosure? We need not. The reader will conceive it 
Although he looked unutterable thmgs, aU that he said 


"'‘"‘Gude preserve me! is that a fact?” pronounced in the 
slow, deliberate tone of overwhelming and perplexed amaze- 

The sequel of our tale is soon told. Charles settled a 
small pension on the laird-all that bis circumstances at the 
time would afford-on which he Uved for several yeara at 
the Hague. He subsequently found his way back to Scot- 
land, the distracted state of the Icing’s affairs preventing the 
regular payment of his pension. In the meantime, years 
rolled on, and changes took place, and amongst these came 
the Rc.storation. Charles was restored to the throne of his 
ancestors. On this throne the monarch had not been many 
days seated, when he was informed by one of the pages m 
i\-aiting that they had been much annoyed by an old grey- 
headed Scotchman, with a large flat blue bonnet on his head, 
insisting on admission to His Majesty’s presence. 

“Hid he give his name?” replied the monarch. 

“ He did, please your majesty,” replied the page; “ he 
said he v^as sure that, if we would inform your majesty that 
it was tlie Laird of Lucky’s How who sought admission, your 
majesty would instantly grant him an audience. 

“ He was right,” said Charles, smiling. “ I recollect the 
honest man well. Admit him next time he presents him- 

self.” 

The laird came, was admitted, and was received with a 
most cordial welcome by the good-natured monaich. They 
talked over the occurrences of the evening they had spent 
in the kitchen of the Hrouthsloken; and the laird was finally 
dismissed, with a promise, shortly afterwards redeemed, cf 
his being reinstated in his patrimonial lands. To this other 
gratuities were added, to an amount that amply cempen- 
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.sated him, as he often himself said, for all that he had suf- 
fered in the royal cause. Some will say, perhaps, and with 
too much truth, that Charles was not so grateful to all his 
friends; but, in the present instance, we have only to do 
with the case of the Laird of Lucky’s How. 
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THE ABDUCTION. 

The farm of Kelpiehaugh, at a short distance from Lessud- 
dcn, was, at an early period of the St Boswell’s meetings, 
occupied by Giles Eamsay— a man who, as often happens 
in Scotland, was not loth to admit that “bis grey mare was 
the better horse.” He lihed the phUosophy of the old 
ballad quoted by Shakspere, and received it as a general 
maxim, that “ nought’s to be had at a woman s hand \m- 
Icss, in every case, “ ye gie her a’ the plea.” And, verily, 
Matty did not love him the worse for his correct notions ot 
woman-kind, though, as for anything like gratitude for his 
easy submission to her entire authority, she knew noting 
of the sentiment, if she did not heartily despise it. e 
reason was indeed plain enough; for she had the capacity 
to know that, whatever superiority nature intended her hus- 
band should possess over her, in his character of one of the 
lords of the creation, he had none whatever in the capacity 
of her husband. In this there was a secret which she com- 
municated to no one; and that was simply, that Giles was, 
in all respects, a stupid, simple, honest “ cudden, and she 
was one of the cleverest dames that ever made a good- 
natured husband cry barlafummil in a matrimonial skir- 
mish. Yet, with all the guidwife’s cleverness, she had noi 
been able either to prevent Giles from getting behind witb 
his rent— the more by token as, we fancy, that Kelpie 
haugh was too dear — or to get “the glaikit hizzy, Mary 
her daughter, well buckled to a canny laird, who migh 
help them to pay up their arrears. The first was clearl; 

1 . T i J.T Ji !-« TT/-. +Qvmorl ariTYiP 
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wliat extraordinary, seeing the young woman was as fah 
as DowsabelL 

Sometliing as regarded the rent depended upon the next 
sale of cattle at St Boswell’s, for which honest Giles had 
ready six as good stirks as ever grazed on a green lea; and 
it was arranged between him and the better partner of the 
matrimonial firm, that he must get six pounds for every 
head of them, otherwise he might have small chance for 
“ love’s roundelay ” on his return. 

“ It will mak thirty-six pounds, Giles, said Matty; ‘‘and 
that will enable us to pay up ten pounds o’ oor arrears.” 

“ And what will I get for a superplus o’ a pound a-head 
on them?” said Giles. 

“ The liberty to buy a new gown for Mary,” replied she, 
“ that we may try to get her afif at the next fair. But, if ye 
sell them for a pound less, I rede ye to seek a quieter bield 
for your hame than Kelpiehaugh will be on your return. 

And so primed, old Giles set off with his six stirks to St 
Boswell’s. He arrived at the green, and exposed his bestial 
in the most favomuble manner he could; but he found that 
Matty’s price did not accord with the humour of the buyers, 
who probably thought proper to judge for themselves in the 
question of value. The time passed, and Giles saw before 
liim nothing but the necessity of driving the stirks back 
again to Kelpiehaugh— an operation he by no means rehshed. 
As he stood musing on the apparently forlorn hope of a 
customer, an old man, much bent, with a grey beaid, and 
a patch over his left eye as big as the blind of him of forg- 
ing celebrity, “Blackpatch” himself, came up to him, and 
at once offered him eight pounds a-head for his stock. The 
old farmer wondered, smiled, and accepted. The bargain 
w\as struck, and forty-eight good pounds were instanter 

p)laced in the hands of the seller. ^ 

“ Now I have a favour to ask of you, good hli* Eamsay,” 

said the buyer. 
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“ It wUl be an unreasonable request I winna grant to Me 
has gicn me my ain price,” replied the farmer. ^ hat 

^ »*Tliat you wUl drive the cattle home to Kelpiehaugh, and 
keep them there at my risk and cost tiU I send for them, 

said the other. 

“Granted, and wi’ thanks,” said the farmer. 

“ I have another favour to ask,” said the other. 

“ As mony’s ye like, sir, if they’re a’ o’ a kind, answered 

the fanner, smiling. Out wi’t.” 

“ That youTl give me a bed at Kelpiehaugh to nig , 
said the old man. “ I have a distance to ride, and would 
fain halve the stage, by maldng your house a half-way lest- 


“ Of a surety, sir,” replied the farmer; “ ye’U hae the best 
T,cd and the best victuals Kelpiehaugh can boast o’, and nae 
boast after a’, though Matty, I am proud to say, kens hussy- 
skcp as wcel as ony woman in a’ the shirradom. Will ye 

gang wf me, or come yersel?” 

“ I wiU come by myself,” said the buyer. I have some 

other affairs to settle before the fair breaks up,^and it may 
be later than your time before I have finished.” 

The matter being thus arranged, the two parted. Giles 
was anxious to know who his customer was; but no one 
could teU anything of him, and the hour getting forward to 
the gloaming, he set off again for his farm, with his forty- 
eight pounds in his pocket, and the cattle before him. On 
his approaching Kelpiehaugh, Matty, along with her fair 
daughter, was at the door, waiting for him. It was now 
dark; but she could hear his voice in articulations which 
pleased her not. “ Hey ! hey ! yaud ! yaud 1 ” and then came 
the sound of a thwack on the backs of the lazy troop he was 
drivmg before him. 

“And ye’ve brought them back again, ye sorry simple- 
ton?” cried the wife. 
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The husband answered nothing, but continued thumping 
at the nolt with his “hey,^’ and ^‘yaud,” and ‘‘phew** — 
every ejaculation having the effect of an objurgatory attack 
on the dame herself. 

“ Ay, ay,’* she cried, “ thump them and drive them into 
the shed, Giles, that they may be ready for the roup o’ our 
plenishing and stocking. The auctioneer’s hammer will 
knock them down wi’ mair pith than that rung ye are using, 
wi’ a’ the spite o' an angry disappointed man, wha couldna 
mak a sale o’ his ain kye.” 

Her cutting words had still no effect upon the good- 
natured farmer, who continued his operations till he got the 
six steers safely lodged in their shed. He then came into the 
house quietly, and, with a “heigh-ho, that job’s weel owre,” 
sat him down by the side of the fire, opposite to his wife 
and daughter. For some minutes there was silence in the 
liouse of Kelpiehaugh; the reason whereof was that Matty’s 
authority was for once apparently disregarded, or set at 
naught, by the apparent absence of all tokens of fear and 
contrition on the part of her mate. She had already indi- 
cated sufficiently her sense of his stupidity, and given him 
a peremptory notice of what he might expect for the next 
half-year to come; yet there was he, against all custom, and 
all the laws of marital subordination, sitting as easy and 
comfortable as if he merited her praise and deserved her 
blessing. She could only look daggers at him, with occa- 
sionally an expression of staring wonder at a nonchalance 
that disproved twenty years of authority. 

“ Is there naething in Kelpiehaugh for its master to eat 
or drink?” said he, at last, in a calm, soft voice. “A hard 
day’s wark deserves something at e’en.” 

“Is he adding impertinence to his folly?” thought the 
dame, as she sat doggedly silent and immoveable. 

“ Come, Mary,” added he; “ since Matty will gie us nae- 
thing, rise, lassie, and gie your father the best that’s in the 
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house, and, by way o’ bribe, here’s a new gown to ye-tbe 
bonniest and brawest I could find at St Boswell s. 

The girl started up and laid hold of the dress. The bright 
hues glared on her eyes. The dame cast a side-eye on the 

gaudy article. , ^ 

“ Waur and waur, Giles,” she ejaculated. Are ye mad, 

manl What, in the name o’ a’ that’s guid or ill, possessed 
ye? Wm that gown pay our rent?” ^ 

“ Maybe it may,” rejoined Giles. “ Mary’s the bonniest 
lass on this side o’ the Tweed, and beauty’s nae waur o 
being weel buskit. It may bring her a husband wha’ll pay 
our rent; and, if it doesna, there’s nae skaith, seeing we may 
yet be able to do it oursels.” 

“The man’s as mad as a March hare, or a gled-stung 

quey,” cried Matty. ^ ^ 

“ But am I to get nae supper, Matty?” rejoined he, with 

the same calmness. 

“The dcil abit,” ejaculated the dame. 

“ Maybe this may bribe ye,” said he, as he pulled out of 
another pocket a gown-piece, as bright as the other, for his 
beloved spouse. 

The charm had no power, save that of increasing the won- 
der of the dame; and the statement which immediately fol- 
lowed, that there was a stranger to be entertained at Kel- 
piehaugh that night, roused her still farther. It was not 
till she began to look more narrowly into the face of her 
husband, that she observed a dry humour about him, that 
might be anything but the result of an unsuccessful attempt 
to dispose of his bestial, and, going up to him, she shook him 
heartily by the shoulders. 

“ Come, come, Giles,” she said, “ there’s a secret at the 
bottom o’ a’ this, and maybe this may explain it.” 

And, seizing his pocket-book, she opened it, and pulled 
forth the bunch of notes. They were counted on the in- 
stant, and the eyes of the dame brightened up at every ad- 
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dition to tlic calculation. The farmer explained all, and, in 
the course of his narration, Matty’s wonder waxed gi*eat 
again. She was not altogether satisfied. She looked at the 
notes, to see that they were not forged; glanced at Giles; 
fell into a brown study; looked at Mary; hemmed and 
hc^xd ; and began to make preparations for the stranger. In 
about an hour afterwards, the old customer arrived, was 
ushered in to the fire, and took his seat, while Giles went 
to look to the putting-up of his horse, which, he observed, 
was as clever and clean-limbed a creature as that which car- 
ried the “fair ladj^e” and “true Thomas” over the Eildon 
Hills. The supi:)er was, in the meantime, in the act of being 
served up. The old man coughed and told stories, Mary 
listened, and hlatty eyed her guest with a peculiar expres- 
sion, which made him rub his beard, cough more and more, 
and retire farther into the recess which he had taken pos- 
session of. Nor would the supper draw him forth; for he 
said he had suiDped before he came, yet had he no olyection 
to di’ink the ale which hlatty handed him, and was as merry 
as an old man might be, who had seen so many summers as 
his beard betokened. Many a thing they talked of, but 
they all concerned the farmer, and his wife and daughter; 
for the never a word would he say of himself, either as to 
what he was, or where he lived — the dry skeleton of a name, 
Mr Farquharson, being all he giatified them with, while, in 
return, he asked so much of the condition and doings of his 
host and family, that one might have thought he intended 
either to pay their arrears of rent, or marry the daughter, 
at the very least. The supper, of which he partook not, 
being done, he said he wished not to put them about in 
their arrangements, and would be very well pleased to lie in 
the small bed behind him, imless that were set apart for 
some other of the family. 

“ That ye may weel hae, sir,” said Matty on the instant, 
“if ye hae a fancy to it. A sma’ reward for the guid price 
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yc gae for tlie cattle. Mary can sleep for a niclit in tlie 
kitchen — for Jenny is at St Boswell’s, and winna be hame 

before the morn.” 

“You will have only one night’s trouble of me, replied 
the old man; “ but you may have more of the cattle— eight 
at least— and I think I will better pay you beforehand, Mr 
Itamsay, that there may be no mistake when the men come 

to take them away.” 

And he put into the farmer’s hand three times the sum 
he would have demanded for the keeping of the steers. 
Tlie farmer would have refused the money, but Matty, 
whose by-play all along had been unnoticed by her hus- 
])and, pinched him on the arm, and the words of rejection 
died away in his mouth. The parties afterwards retired to 
bed, leaving the strange visiter in the apartment allotted 
to him. 

“ I never did a better day’s wark, guidwife,” said the 
farmer to his partner, when they went up-stairs. 

“ Hush ! hush ! man, ye dinna ken what ye have done,” 
replied she; and the next moment she was busy whispering 
something in the ear of the farmer. He started instantly, 
cried, “Impossible, impossible!” and stood for a moment in 
dismay and consternation. But Matty gave him no time 
for thought. She was again busy with his ear; and the next 
exhibition he made was of an opposite character— a strange 
expression was upon his face, and he slapped her upon the 
back in the extravagance of a feeling that, whether betokening 
good-humour or not, seemed to have no bounds. In a short 
time, the house was as quiet as Grimalkin himself could 
have v/ished it, when bent on a hunting foray. All had ap- 
parently gone to bed, and the stillness continued till consi- 
derably after midnight. A slow tap at the kitchen-door 
showed that one individual at least was astir. 

“IMary, Mary, are you awake 1” said a voice, that at le«aBt 
was uninterrupted by a cough. 



168 


TALES OF THE BOEDEBS* 


Tlie answer was a whisper from within. After some 
parley, the door was opened, and a series of secret doings, 
among which the opening of the outer door of the house, 
a recourse to the stable, the saddling of the fleet horse, 
and other furtive preparations for a departure, were the 
most important. During all this time, the figure of a 
female wrapped in a cloak stood in the recess of the door. 
The horse was quietly walked to the loan, and the mantled 
figure glided as secretly as a ghost, who knows that the 
pimp Gallus will shortly awaken, to the starting-post. 
One swing brought her to the pad, and another placed be- 
fore her one whom the light of the faint moon exhibited 
without a bend in his body or beard on his chin. Away 
they set — 

On, on they rade, and farther on — 

The steed gaed swifter than the wind — 

Until they reach’d a desert wide. 

And living land was left behind.” 

Not a word passed between the couple. The one was 
occupied spurring on the steed, and the other clung to him, 
as if love had nerved her arms, and made them as tena- 
cious of the grasp of his waist as Lenora, of German cele- 
brity, was of the soulless body of her Wilhelm. Sometimes 
he slackened his pace, to ascertain whether the guidman 
of Kelpiehaugh was up and away in quest of runaway 
bride, like the Graemes after the heiress of Netherby, over 
Cannobie-lee; and then, when he thought he heard the 
clatter of a horse’s hoof, he applied the spur again, and 
away they went, over moss and muir, with such speed as 
love and fear in the rider may alone impart to the obedient 
steed. At other times, the space of a few minutes was de- 
voted to soft whispers, and the gallant pressed the encir- 
cling arms of his fair one, and sighed as he felt her embrace 
as tight as a lover’s heart could wish. He was as happy as 
one who is on the verge of the enjoyment of stolen pleasures 
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can be in a -world where la-wful indulgences had no zest for 
him- and he turned his head for the muffled kiss, which 
was’granted as freely as any rieving lover, even Lochinvar 
himself or Jock o’ Hazeldean, could have desired. JNor 
less was he pleased with the pressure of her fair arms, 
which accompanied or followed the other demonstrations 
of her affection, and the speed of his steed, now safe, as he 
thought himself, from all pursuit, was quickened, that he 
might reach the goal, where all the joys of a long-sighed-for 
possession awaited him. At length he gave his horse breath- 
ing-time, and, taking himself a long inspiration 
” IVhen, think ye, Mary,” said he, “I will send for the 
six steers I purchased from your father yesterday h 
Maybe never, Robert,” was the whispered reply. 

“ You say right, love. It was never my intention,” said 
he. “ I thought it but fair to leave old Giles some consi- 
deration for his daughter.” 

A squeeze was the expression of the gratitude felt by the 
female for the boon so generously bestowed on the farmer 
of Kclpiehaugh. 

“ Was I Imown, think ye *?” he continued. “ I liked not 
the sharp eye of your mother. By my faith! I quailed 
under it. The devil an ancient caiiin duenna in an old 
romance ever observed so sharp a look-out for the safety of 
her ward. But, ha 1 ha ! Mary, we have outwitted the old 
dame, and let her catch us now, if she can. We want only 
two miles of Langholm, and then, hey 1 hey 1 and be merry, 
as the song says— 

* Now all tills time let us he merry/ 

And set nocht by this world a cherry.* 

Safe in my house at Langholm, Mary, let Giles and his old 
dame enjoy the bargain they have got. They may sell the 
steers at the next fair of St Boswell’s; but I will not so 
soon part with my Mary.” 
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“ Na, I hope nob,” replied the whispering female, 
“ But hearna ye the sounds of a horse’s feet 1 ” 

The lover turned his head. 

“ Your father, by the rood 1 ” cried he ; and, clap- 
ping spurs again to his horse, they set off at a quick 
gallop, with a view to distance their pursuer, who 
was no other than Giles Ramsay himself, mounted on 
one of his quickest plough-horses, and brandishing a 
huge cudgel, in the double act of beating his nag and 
threatening vengeance on the fugitives. 

The pursued were now in danger of beingbvertakenj for 
the greater speed of the hunter was counterbalanced by the 
greater burden, and it was clearly a cast-up whether they 
would be able to escape the vengeance that awaited them. 
But, whatever might be the issue, there was no want of 
energy in either hand or heel of the abductor; and he 
lashed and spurred his steed more furiously as his fears in- 
creased — 

“ Still looking the sidelong woods among. 

Before, around him, and behind; 

And aye, whene’er the echo rung. 

The steed flew swifter than the wind.” 

And no less energetic was the fearful pursuer, whose hearty 
thwacks upon the curpan of his shaggy cart-tracer, mixed 
with loud halloos, might be heard in the distance, awaken- 
ing the echoes of the silent night. The lover relished not 
the appearance, and still less the cries, of the lusty farmer; 
and as little apparently did his companion — who, as the 
horse increased his speed, grasped her abductor roimd the 
waist — wish to fall into ' he hands of the enraged pursuer. 
Away they scoured, and, “ Fear not, Mary — love will dis- 
tance the old chiu'l,” fell from the lips of the panting lover, 
in reply to the inspiring pressure of her arms; while, “Na, 
no., Bobert; flee for the love o’ heaven,” added more energy 
to the spui’, and more passion to his breast. They reached 
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the skirts of the woody Langholm; but it was not the ab- 
ductor’s intention to stop at his residence, while he was 
in danger of being overtaken; so, striking to the left, and 
dashing into a corrie, or deep lirk of a hill, he stretched ou 
with the flight of desperation. His wish was to clear the 
fern brae, as the height was called, and, getting into the 
thick wood at the back, make a sudden turn, and elude the 
quick eye of the farmer; but the latter kept dashing and 
hounding on, hallooing in the distance, and still brandish- 
ing his oaken ryss, in the most fearful demonstrations of a 
vengeance that would be contented with nothing less, ap- 
parently, than the body of the one, and the life of the other. 
Still the fond female turned her eyes behind, and, giving 
her companion reports of the progress of the pursuer, kept 
up his energies and alive his spirit. 

“All the work of that accursed old duenna, your mother,” 
muttered he. 

“Ay, ay, nae doot, nae doot,” rejoined she, and hugged 
liim again more closely than ever. The turn of the fern 
hill did not seem, however, to bring the relief which it pro- 
mised, for the couple were still within hail of the redoubted 
Giles; and his shouting reverberated among the rocks like 
the tally-ho of the hunter, or rather like the deep-mouthed 
bay of the pack. 

But here a more extraordinary phenomenon presented it- 
self, and that was an accession of strength to the sturdy 
Giles of no fewer than three horsemen, who, probably at- 
tracted by his war-whoop, had tendered their services in 
endeavouring to overtake and seize the fugitives. This 
circumstance was proclaimed by a united cry of the whole 
pursuers, which rung in the ears of the lover like the howl 
which met the Florentine on his visit to the region of the 
wicked in Hades. There was, however, more in the ap- 
pearance of the strangers, as seen in the light of the now 
bright moon, than in their war-shout that earned dismay 
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to the breast of the abductor. What this was, he told not; 
but his muttering of “ Who can have brought him and his 
servants to this part of the country at this time?” satisfied 
his companion that he knew the individuals who had thus 
opportunely joined the cause of the farmer; and now, if in- 
deed that were possible, he urged his panting steed for- 
ward at a still quicker pace. His chance of escape was 
diminishing every moment. The horses of the assistants 
were fleeter than those of the farmer; and, if he did not 
succeed in overtaking the fugitives, it was too evident that 
they would accomplish for him the object he had in view. 
The lover seemed doubtful what he should do — whether 
still to pi ess on, lay down his charge, or make a sweep 
round the hill, and take refuge in Langholm. A. clump of 
trees now intervening between him and the party, he ap- 
peared to resolve suddenly on the last manoeuvre; and his 
reason probably was, that he might have time to secrete his 
fair one among some of the outhouses of the mansion before 
the pursuers came up. Acting upon this resolution, he 
turned the head of his horse, swept in by the tail of the 
height, struck into a loan, and, after a rapid run of a few 
minutes, was opposite to the house of Langholm. 

“ Quick! quick, Mary I jump and follow me,” he cried, as 
he took her in his arms. “ This way,” and he flew first to 
one door and then another. They were shut, and he had no 
alternative left but to take his fair charge into the mansion 
itself. Rushing up-stairs, and dragging after him his ab- 
ducted love, he reached a small bedroom, thrust her into it, 
shut the door, locked it, and returned to face boldly his 
pursuers. By the time he arrived at the landing-place, his 
horse had sought the stable; and there was no apparent 
sign, save his appearance there at that hour, of his having 
been engaged in the unlawful undertaking for which he had 
been so hotly pursued. 

“ I have paid well for my love-errantry,” said he, as he 
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took a handkerchief, and wiped the sweat from his face. 
“There is not another beauty in Scotland for whom I 
would have toiled as I have now done. Have I given 
them the slip? Mayhap I may, unless I am right in that 
fearful conjecture, suggested by the appearance of my 
strange pursuers.” 

“Ho, there!” cried the voice of a man, rushing up on 
horseback. “What is this, Robert?” 

“My father!” ejaculated the youth j “ what has brought 
you from Craigton at this hour?” 

“Robert! Robert!” ejaculated a voice from a bedroom 
window, at that moment drawn up — “why have you placed 
a woman in my bedroom, and locked her in?” 

“Is that you, my love?” rejoined the father, in answer 
to the cry of his wife. “ Whj^', here is some infernal mys- 
tciy. Your mother and I arrived here to-day. We heard 
you were at St Boswell’s, and I left her here that I might 
go and join you at the market. Now I have returned to 
witness a scene that baffles all my wits. Here is a man 
who has a claim upon you which your mother corroborates 
by her extraordinary inquiry.” 

The cavalcade at that moment came up — Giles in the 
rear, still brandishing his rung, and muttering incoherent 
threats against the abductor. The youth was surrounded: 
his father cried for information, his mother screamed from 
the window Giles demanded restitution, and the voice of 
the abducted female was heard in shrill tones over all. 

Ha! ]\Iatty, lass, this is sad wark,” cried the farmer, on 
recognising the voice of his wdfe. 

“ Is it possible, Robert Melville,” said the father, “ that 
you could disgrace your family and your pedigree, by carry, 
mg off the wife of this honest farmer — a woman stricken 
in jcais and place her in the bedi'oom occupied by yom 
mother?” 

“ It’s om-e true,” cried Giles, with something like a sup- 
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pressed laugh. “ I see her face at the window. He came 
to Kelpiehaugh habited as an auld man, wi’ a grey heard 
stuck on his chin, and a scratch wig on his head; and, in 
return for a supper and a bed, carried aff my helpmate, wi’ 
whom I hae lived, in love and honour, for thii’ty years.” 

The scene was getting more extraordinary. The young 
man was sceptical of the truth of Giles’ statement; but he 
could not disprove it by stating what he conceived to be 
the veritable fact — that he had run away with Mary, the 
young daughter of the farmer of Kelpiehaugh. He looked 
at the latter, then tmmed up his eyes to the window, where 
he then saw only the face of his mother. Her cries still 
rung in his ears; the father called for the key; Giles in- 
sisted on the truth of his statement; and the inquiries of 
the servants mingled with the general confusion. By an 
impulse he could not resist, he gave his father the key; the 
door was opened, and the mother, who was now dressed, 
came down-stairs, along with her husband, followed by the 
female, on whom they turned eyes in which wonder and in- 
dignation alternated their suitable expressions. The female 
threw back her hood. 

“We hae had a lang and a hard ride, Mr Melville,” said 
she. “My feth, ye did weel, but your horse did better; and, 
Giles, man, ye did as I never saw ye do before.” 

“I couldna want ye, Matty,” replied Giles; “and, if I 
havena testified my love for ye by this nicht’s wark, never 
a man in Scotland ever proved his afiection for his wife.” 

The absence of all ill-humour, the winks which Matty 
directed to the wonderstruck youth, and his apparent amaze- 
ment, added to the puzzle which perplexed the minds of the 
father and the mother. 

“What does all this mean, Robert?” cried the mother. 

“For God’s sake, explain this extraordinary afiair!” re- 
joined the father. 

The youth was still mute. At length Matty whispered 
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somctliLng in liis ear. He s^Doke for tlie first time since the 
scene commenced. 

“ It may be as you say, hirs Ramsay,” said he. 

“Aweel, it’s a’ richt,” replied she; '‘but it may please 
Giles and mysel if ye will acknowledge it in the presence 
o’ your father and mother.” 

“ I have no objections,” replied he; and, turning to his 
parents, who understood not one word of all this dialogue, 
and far less of the strange scene still acting around them, he 
added, “I hereby declare, in presence of you, as witnesses, 
that I hereby renounce all claim ” 

“To whom?” cried the mother; “to another man’s wife 
— an aged matron? Fie, Robert ! Say no more. Close the 
lips that would dishonour a son in presence of his parents.” 

“I hereby renounce all claim to six stirks at present lying 
at the farm of Kelpiehaugh, and promise never to trouble 
Giles Ramsay for the same.” 

“ It’s a’ settled and adjusted,” cried Matty. “I am satis- 
fied; and Giles, I fancy, you are no ill-pleased wi’ my nicht’s 
wark ? ” 

“I dinna ken which o’ us hae dune best,” replied the 
farmer. “ Between us, our arrears o’ rent will be paid up. 
My bargain was guid; but I freely admit yours is better.” 

“Then this affair is at last arranged?” said the youth. 

The farmer assented. The worthy couple bade adieu to 
their friends, and proceeded on their way to Kelpiehaugh. 
We cannot tell what explanations took place at Langholm 
between the young man and his parents; neither can we 
tell precisely the imiDort of the conversation that took place 
between the farmer and his wife on their journey home- 
wards; but we strongly suspect they enjoyed a hearty 
laugh at the clever manoeuvre of the dame. It is in'obable 
that Giles himself was in the secret; at least the good- 
liumour he exhibited in getting again possession of his 
spouse would lead us to believe that he had been a willing 
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party iu the plot that had been so cleverly laid and exe- 
cuted. How far the daughter was to blame has not been 
recorded; and, to do justice to the farmer and his wife, 
they never taxed her with indiscretion. She was some time 
afterwards manned, and so put beyond the power of the 
wild youth who had been so completely foiled by the gemus 

of a clever dame. 
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SIR PATRICK HUME. 

A TALE OF THE HOUSE OF MAECHMONT. 

SiE Pateick Hume of Polwartli elected representative 
of tlie County of Berwick in the year 1665, being then in 
the twenty-fifth year of his age. He was a lover of free- 
dom, a lover of his country, and a staunch Presbyterian. In 
those days, however, a love of freedom was a dangerous 
principle either to avow or to carry into Parliament. The 
tyrant Charles, whom some falsely call tlie Merry hlonarch, 
was then attempting to rule the empire with a rod of iron. 
You have all heard of his Long Parliament, and of his after- 
wards governing the country, like an absolute tyrant, with- 
out a Parliament at all. Fettered and servile as parlia- 
ments then were, young Hume had boldly stood forward as 
the advocate of civil and religious liberty; and, when the 
arbitrary monarch sent down a mandate to Scotland for a 
levy of men and of money, that he might carry his plans of 
desj)otism the more efiectually into execution, Sir Patrick 
resisted the slavishness with which it was about to be 
obeyed. 

‘‘What!” exclaimed he, “are we mere instruments in the 
hands of the king — creatures appointed to minister to his 
pleasm^e ? Are we not representatives of the people of Scot- 
land — the representatives of their wants and their wishes, 
and the defenders of their rights ? And shall we, as such, 
at the mere nod of a monarch, drag them from following 
their plough in the valley, or attending their hirsels on the 
bill shall we do these things, and lay contributions on their 
cattle, on their com, and on their cofiers, merely because 
His Majesty wills it ? Pause, my countrymen. The king 
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has no authority to compel such a measure, and it can only 

be rendered legal by the concurrence of the assembled r^ 
presentatives of the people.” ««>i>emmea re- 

“ Treason!” vociferated the Duke of Lauderdale, who 

Charles; “before the Parliament of 
Gotland I denoimce Sir Patrick Hume as a dangerous man 

Im'tle 

What!” exclaimed Sii- Patrick, indignantly his 
eyes upon ^de dale. “ Though there m°ay be a^n^t i“ 

hope that this IS a sbee Parliament, and it concerns all the 
m^bers to be feee in what concerns the nation.” 

rom that day, Sii Patrick Hume became a suspected 
an, and the eyes of the king’s creatures were upon him* 
and when, two years afterwards, Charles endeavoured to 
put down the people by the sword, and establish garrisons 
throughout the country, again the Laird of Polwarth stood 
oiemost in the ranks of opposition, and resisted his power, 
le king accordingly ordered his privy council to crush so 
dangerous a spudt; and Sir Patrick was confined in Stirling 
Castle, where, with the exception of a short interval, he was 
imiDi'isoned for two years. 

Britain had long been distracted with the pretended dis- 
covery of fabulous or ridiculous plots against the royal 
amily; and the perjury of paid miscreants, like the in- 
tamous Titus Oates, was causing the scaffolds to run with 
gore. But tyranny being glutted with Catholic blood, and 
the extinguishing of what were called Popish plots, the myi’- 
midons of Charles (who lived a libertine, and died a Papist) 
in'ofessed that they had discovered a Protestant plot against 
his royal person. In this plot the incorruptible Algernon 
^y ney, Loid Bussell, Mr Bailie of Jerviswoode, and Sir 
Batrick Hume, were included. They beheld their common 
countiy V itheiing and wasting beneath the grasp of a tyrant j 
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and tnie it is they had united together to restore it to free- 
dom, but they were innocent of designs against his life, or 
even of a wish to dethrone him. They did not, however, 
act sufficiently in concert, and were unable to bring their 
plans into operation. A i^rice was set upon their heads — 
some fled into exile, and others sought refuge on the moun- 
tain and in the wilderness; while the amiable Russell died 
upon the scaffold. 

It was near nightfall, in the month of September, 1684, 
when Jamie Winter, who was joiner on the estate of Pol- 
wartli, ran breathless up to Redbraes Castle, and knocked 
loudly at the door. It was opened by J ohn Allan, the land- 
steward, who, perceiving his agitation, inquired — 

‘‘In the name o’ guidness, Jamie, what’s happened, or 
what do ye want?” 

“Dinna ask, Maister Allan,” replied Jamie; “but, for 
Heaven’s sake, tell me, is Sir Patrick at hame? and let mo 
speak to him presently, as ye value his life.” 

“Follow me, then, Jamie,” said the other, “and come in 
quietly, that the servants mayna observe ony thing extra - 
ordinar; for we live in times when a man canna trust his 
ain brither.” 

TIic honest joiner was ushered into a room where Sir 
Patrick sat in the midst of his family, acting at once as 
their schoolmaster and their playmate. 

“Weel, James,” said the laird, “I understand ye hae 
been at Berwick the day. Ye’ve got early back. What 
uncos heard ye there?” 

“I watua. Sir Patrick,” replied the other; “now-a-days, 
I think, there’s naething unco that can happen. Satan 
seems to have been let loose on our looor misgoverned coun- 
try. But I wish to speak to your honour very particularly, 
and in private, if you please.” 

“You may si)eak on, James,” said the laird; “I am pri- 
vate in the midst o’ my ain family.” 
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***■’” returned the cautious servant, 

ao to say is no proper for them to hear, and the sooner ye 
are acquainted wi’ it the better.” 

Sir Patrick led his younger children out of the room, but 

requested Lady Polwarth and their eldest daughter, Grizel, 

a lovely dark-haired girl, about twelve years of age, to re- 
mam. 


You are the bearer of evil tidings, James,” said he, as 
he returned, “but you may tell them now — it is meet that 
my wife should hear them, if they concern me; and,” added 

he, talcing Grizel s hand in his, “I keep no secrets from my 
little secretary.” 

God bless her! ’ said James, she’s an auld-farrant 
baiin, as wise as she s bonny, I ken that. But, your honour, 
I am, indeed, the bearer of evil tidings. A party o’ troopers 
arrived at Berwick this morning, and it was nae secret there 
that they would be baith at Jerviswoode and Eedbraes be- 
fore midnicht. I heard them talk o’ the premium that was 
set upon your life, and slipped out o’ the town immediately, 
without performing a single transaction, or speaking a word 
to a living creature. How I’ve got alang the road is mair 
than I can tell; for I was literally sick, blind, and desperate 
wi’ grief, I’ve this minute arrived, and whatever can be 
done to save you maun be done instantly.” 

Lady Polwarth burst into tears. Sir Patrick grasped the 
hand of his faithful servant. Little Grizel gazed in her 
hrtlier’s face with a look of silent despair, but neither spoke 
nor wept. 

“ Oh, fly ! fly instantly, my dear husband ! ” cried Lady 
Polwarth, “ and Heaven direct you.” 

“Be composed, my love,” said Sir Patrick; “I fear that 
flight is impossible; but some means of evading them may 
perhaps be devised.” 

“ Oh, ray leddy,” said Jamie Winter, “ to flee is out o’ the 
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question athegitlier. Government has its spies at every 
turn o’ the road— in every house in the coimtry— -even m 
this house. Our only hope is to conceal Sir Patrick; hut 
Ilow or wb.cr6 is beyond, my compreliension. ^ 

Many were the schemes devised by the anxious wife-- 
many the suggestions of her husband, and honest Jamie 
proposed numerous plans— but each was, in its turn, rejected 
as being unsafe. INIore than an hour had passed in these 
anxious deliberations; within three hours more, and the 
king’s troops would be at his gate. Grizel had, till now, 
rcm°aincd silent, and dashing away the first tear that 
rolled down her check, she flung her arms around her 
father’s neck, and exclaimed, in an eager and breathless 

whisper — 

“I ken a place, faitlier — I ken a place that the kings 
troopers and his spies will never find out; and 1 11 stop 

beside ye, to bear ye company.” 

“ Bless the bairn ! ” said Sir Patrick, pressing her to hi3 

breast; “ and where’s the place, dearest V* 

“The aisle below Polwarth Kirk, fhither,” returned GrizeL 
**Nae trooper will find out such a hiding-place; for the 
mouth’s a bit wee hole, and the long grass, and the docl^, 
and the nettles grow owre it, and I could slip out and in 
without trampling them downj and naebody would think 
o’ sceldng ye there, faithcr.” 

Lady Polwarth shuddered, and Sir Patrick pressed 
the cheek of his lovely daughter to his lips. 

“ Save us a’, bairn ! ” said Jamie, “ there’s surely 
something no earthly about yer young leddyship, for 
ye hae mair sense than us a’ put thegither. The aisle 
is the very place. I’ll steal awa, and hae a kind o’ 
bed put up in it, and tak ither twa or three bits o’ 
necessary things ; and, Sir Patrick, ye’ll slip out o’ the 
house and meet me there as soon as possible.” 

Within an hour, Sir Patrick had joined J amieW inter in 
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the dark and dismal aisle. The humble bed was soon and 
silently fitted up, and the faithful servant, wishing his master 
“farewell,” left him alone in his dreary prison-house. Slow 
and heavily the hours of darkness moved on. He heard the 
trampling of the troopers’ horses galloping in quest of him. 
The oaths and the imprecations of the riders fell distinctly 
on his ears. Amidst such sounds he heard them mention 
his name. But his heart failed not. He Imelt down upon 
the cold damp floor of his hiding-place — upon the bones of 
his fathers — and there, in soundless, but earnest prayer, 
supplicated his father’s God to protect his family — to save 
his country — to forgive his persecutors, and to do with him 
as seemed good in his sight. He arose; and, laying himself 
upon his cold and comfortless bed, slept calmly. He awoke 
shivering and benumbed. Faint streaks of light stole into 
the place of death through its narrow aperture, dimly re- 
vealing the ghastly sights of the charnel-house, and the slow 
reptiles that crawled along the floor. Again night came on, 
and the shadows of light, if I may use the expression, which 
revealed his cell, died away. A second morning had come, 
and a second time the feeble rays had been lost in utter 
darkness. It was near midnight, and the slender stock of 
provisions which he had brought with him were nigh ex- 
hausted. He started from his lowly couch — he heard a 
rustling among the weeds at the mouth of the aisle — he 
heard some one endeavouring to remove the fragment of an 
old gravestone that covered it. 

“Faither!” whisi^ered an eager voice — “faither — it is 
me — yer ain Grizel! ” 

“ Jl.Iy own, devoted, my matchless child ! ” said Sir Pa- 
trick, stretching his hands towards the aperture, and receiv- 
ing her in his arms. 

She sat down beside him on the bed — she detailed the 
search of the troopers — she stated that they were watched 
in their own house — that a spy was set over the very victuals 
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that came from their table, lest he should be concealed near, 
and fed by his family. 

“But what of that?” continued the light-hearted and 
heroic girl; “ while my plate is supplied, my faither’s shall 
not be empty; and here,” added she, laughing— “ here is a 
flask of wine, cakes, and a sheep’s-head. But I will tell you 
a story about the sheep’s-head. It was placed on a plate 
before me at dinner-time. The servant was out o’ the room, 
naebody was looking, and I whupped it into my apron. 
Little Sandy wanted a piece, and, turning round for it, and 
missing the head, * Ah, mother ! he cried, our Orizzy has 
swallowed a sheep’s-head, bones and a , in a moment ! 
‘Wheesht, laddie!’ said my mother; ‘eat ye next ane then.’ 
— ‘ Oh, ye greedy Grizzy ! ’ said Sandy, shaking his little 
nieve in my face, ‘ I’ll mind you for this. I m suie Sandy 
will ne’er forget me,’ said I, and slipped away out to hide 
the sheep’s-head in my own room; and as soon as I thought 
naebody was astir, I creeped out quietly by the window, 
and got down here behint the hedges; and 1 11 come every 
nicht, faither. But last nicht the troopers were still about 
the house.” 

In spite of his misery. Sir Patrick laughed at the inge- 
nuity of his beloved and heroic daughter; then wept and 
laughed again, and pressed her to his bosom. 

He had passed many weeks in this cheerless dungeon, 
with no companion during the day save a volume of 
Buchanan’s Psalms; but every night he was visited by his 
intrepid daughter, who at once supplied him with food, and 
beguiled the hours of his solitude. He was sitting in the 
gloomy cell, conning over his favourite volume — the stone 
at the aperture had been pushed aside a few inches to admit 
the liglit more freely, and the weeds at the entrance were 
DOW bowed down and withered by the frost — a few boys 
were playing in the churchyard, and tossing a ball against 
the kirk. Being driven from the hand of an unskilful 
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player, it suddenly bounded into the aisle. Sir Patrick 
started, and the book dropped from his hand. Immediately 
the aperture was surrounded by the boys, and the stone 
removed. They stood debating who should enter, but none 
had sufficient courage. At length one more hardy than the 
rest volunteered to enter, if another would follow him. The 
laird gave himself up as lost, for he knew that even the tale 
of a schoolboy would effect his ruin. He was aware he 
could disperse them with a single groan; but even that, 
when told to his enemies, might betray hinn At length 
three agreed to enter, and the feet of the first already pro- 
truded into the aisle. Sir Patrick crept silently to its 
farthest corner, when the gruff voice of the old gravedigger 
reached his ear, shouting — 

“ The mischief’s in the callants, and nae guid. What are 
ye doing there? Do ye want the ghaists o’ the auld Humes 
aboot yer lugs?” 

The boys fled amain, and the old man came growling to 
the mouth of the aisle. 

“The deevil’s in the bairns o’ Polwarth,” said he; “for 
they wad disturb the very dead in their graves. I’ll de- 
clare, they’ve the stane frae the mouth o’ the aisle ! ” 

He stooped down, and Sir Patrick saw his grim visage 
through the aperture, and heard him thus continue his soli- 
loquy, as he replaced the stone — 

“ Sorrow tak the hands that moved the stane ! Ye’re 
hardly worth the covering up again, for ye’re a profitless 
hole to me; and I fancy him that I should lay in ye next, 
be he whaur he likes, will gang the gate that his freend 
Bailie gaed yesterday on a scaffold. A gravedigger’s a puir 
bisiiess, I am sorry to say, in our king’s reign; and the 
fient a ane thrives but the common executioner.” 

So saying, he enveloped Sir Patrick in utter darkness. 
That night Grizel and her father left the aisle together, and 
from her he learned the particulars of what he had heard 
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muttered by the gravedigger, that his friend, Mr Bailie of 
Jervis woode, had been executed the previous day. 

Disguised, and in the character of a surgeon, he by by- 
ways reached London, and from thence fled to France. On 
the death of Charles, and when the bigot James ascended 
the throne, Sir Patrick was one of the leaders of the band 
of patriots who drew their swords in behalf of a Protestant 
succession. 

That enterprise was unsuccessful; and, after contending, 
almost singlehanded, against the enemies of his religion 
and his country, he and his family sought refuge in a foreign 
land. He assumed the name of Dr Peter Wallace, and 
they took up their abode in Utrecht. There poverty and 
privations sought and found the exiles. They had parted 
with every domestic, and the lovely Grizel was the sole 
servant and helper of her mother, and, when their work was 
done, the assistant of her father in the education of the 
younger children; for he had no longer the means of pro- 
viding them a tutor. Yet theirs was a family of love — a 
family of happiness; and poverty purified their affections. 
But their remittances from Scotland were not only scanty 
but uncertain. Till now Sir Patrick had borne his misfor- 
tunes with resignation, and even cheerfulness; he cared not 
tliat he was stripped of attendants, and of every luxury of 
life; yet at times the secret and unbidden tears would start 
into his eyes, as he beheld his wife and his fair daughter 
performing, without a murmur, the most menial offices. 
But the measure of his trials was not yet full — luxuries 
were not only denied him, but he was without food to set 
before his children. The father wept, and his spirit heaved 
with anguish. Grizel beheld his tears, and she knew the 
cause. Slie spoke not; but, hastening to her little cabinet, 
she took from it a pair of jewelled bracelets, and, wrapping 
herself uj^ in a cloak, she took a basket under her arm, and 
hurried to the street. The gentle being glided along the 



176 


TALES OF THE BOEDEBS. 


streets of Utreclit, with her eyes fixed upon the ground, and 
shunning the glance of the passengers, as if each knew her 
errand. She stood before a shop in which all manner of 
merchandise was exposed, and three golden balls were sus- 
pended over the door. She cast a timid gaze into the shop 
— thrice she passed and repassed it, and repeated the timid 
glance. She entered — she placed the bracelets upon the 
counter. 

“How much?” was the laconic question of the shop- 
man. 

Grizel burst into tears. He handed her a sum of money 
across the counter, and deposited the bracelets in his desk. 
She bounded from the shop with a heart and a step light as 
a young bird in its first pride of plumage. She hastened 
home with her basket filled. She placed it upon the table. 
Lady Polwarth wept, and fell upon her daughter’s neck. 

“Where have you been, Grizel?” faltered her father. 

“ Purchasing provisions for a bauble,” said she; and the 
smile and the tear were seen on her cheek together. 

But many were the visits which the gentle Grizel had to 
pay to the Golden Balls, while one piece of plate was pledged 
after another, that her father, and her mother, and her 
brethren, might eat, and not die; and even then the table 
of Sir Patrick, humble as it was, and uncertainly provided 
for, was open to the needy of his countrymen. Thus three 
years passed — the memorable 1688 arrived. Sir Patrick 
was the friend, the counsellor, and supporter of King Wil- 
— ] 2 e arrived with him in England he shared in his 
triumph. He was created Lord Polwarth, and appointed 
Sheriff of Berwickshire; and in 1696, though not a la^vyer, 
but an upright man, he was made Lord Chancellor of Scot- 
land, and created Earl of Marchmont, and Lord of Pol- 
warth, Redbraes, and Greenlaw. He was one of the most 
ardent promoters of the Union; and with it ceased his poli- 
tical career. In 1710, when the Tories came into power, the 
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carl being the staunchest IVhig in Scotland, he was deprived 
of the office of Sheriff of Berwickshire, but was reinstated 
in 1715. His lady being dead, he came to take up his resi- 
dence in Berwick-upon-Tweed; and there, when the heroic 
Grizel, who was now a wife and a mother (being married 
to the son of his unfortunate friend, Mr Bailie of J ervis- 
woode), came with her children and friends to visit him for 
the last time, as they danced in the hall, though unable to 
walk, he desired to be carried into the midst of them, and, 
beating time with his foot — 

“See, Grizel,” exclaimed the old patriot, “though your 
father is unable to dance, he can still beat time with his 
foot.” 

Shortly after this, he died in Berwick, on the 1st of 
August, 1724, in the eighty-third year of his age — leaving 
behind him an example of piety, courage, and patriotism, 
worthy the imitation of posterity. 



U8 


TALES OF THE BORDERS. 


THE SERJEANT’S TALES. 

THE packman’s JOURNEY TO LONDON, 

At the next opportunity, I got Serjeant Square to resume 
the narrative of his adventures. 

No feeling that the human mind is called upon to sus- 
tain (said he) is more depressing than the consciousness of 
being alone in a strange place without friend or acquaint- 
ance — the populous city and the desert are alike lonely. I 
have been, in the wildernesses of America and in London, the 
victim of this saddening sensation, and felt it perhaps less 
keenly when a solitary wanderer in the trackless wilds; for 
there bodily exertion, and the hopes of soon being in the 
haunts of men, deadened its force; while, in the populous 
city, I felt as if I had, after severe suffering and toil, at- 
tained an object to me worse than worthless. Amidst the 
densest crowds, after all, a man can only feel himself truly 
alone vdien no hand is held out to him, no eye beams the 
glance of recognition, and all is strange as a dream. Such 
were my feelings on the morning after my arrival in Ber- 
wick, on my way to London on foot. Fortune had been 
adverse to me in my native city, Edinburgh — in truth, I had 
hitherto been her plaything; and, even now, had no definite 
object in view. Tired of my walk, I had agreed with the 
captain of a trader for my passage by sea, for the remainder 
of my journey; and lay upon my bed, awaiting the morning 
light, a prey to my feelings, and musing upon my chequered 
fortunes. The wind began gradually to rise and mouim 
sadly through the windows and in the chimney of the room 
where I la5^ As the morning advanced, the storm increased 
and raged, so that no vessel could put to sea. After walk- 
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ing down to the harbour, I returned back to my inn, half 
resolved not to proceed to the south, but return to Leith 
in a vessel that was also ready to sail, loaded with grain. I 
felt myself as if I had been a child, without a wiU of my 
own, not caring what became of me. Had I been seized 
with a mortal disease, I would, I thought, have welcomed 
death as a relief; so completely had my spirits, somehow or 
other, become depressed. How I escaped the piessgang, I 
have often wondered since ; for they were very diligent in im- 
pressing seamen at this time, and I was in seamen’s clothes. 
Perhaps the fearless manner in which I walked about had 
led them and the informers to suppose that I had a protec- 
tion, or was belonging to some ship, and at large on leave 

of absence. 

After breakfast, as I sat conversing with one of the cap- 
tains about the weather and other trivial matters, a person 
entered the room with a pack upon his back, and inq^uiied 
if any of the gentlemen would be so kind as look over his 
assortment of goods; strongly recommending some silk 
handkerchiefs. 

“No,” said the person with whom I was conversing, 
giaiffly. “I want none of your goods. You packmen are 
all swindling loiaves.” 

“Not all knaves, my good sir. There are knaves in all 
trades, I allow; but there are honest men, too.” And, ad- 
dressing himself to me, he repeated his rec^uest. 

His voice at first had sounded in my ears like some well- 
known sound, and roused my attention; but in vain I en- 
deavoured to call to mind where I had heard it. I had not 
yet looked towards him; but the instant I did, a mutual 
recognition took place. He set his pack upon one of the 
tables of the tap-room. Our hands were clasped in each 
other’s. “Square!” and “Wilson!” were uttered with 
mutual feelings of joy and surprise. I had met a companion 
of my early days and sufferings. Often had we spent the 
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long and cliilling winter nights, huddled together to keep 
each other warm, in the snuggest corner wo could find; 
hungiy and ill clothed, often had we shared the precarious 
morsel of charity with each other, when either could have 
devoured it all. We had not met since I had first left Edin- 
burgh, many years before; and, if a tear was shed for my 
mysterious disappearance, it was by Bill Wilson. A glow 
of pleasure, such as I had never felt before, thawed the icy 
feeling that had chilled my mind. How delightful must 
some of the stronger affections be, when the meeting of an 
early associate can cause so much pleasure ! We stood gaz- 
ing in silence upon each other for some time, ere we could 
find words to express our feelings. At length they were 
poured forth in congratulations and kind inquiries. To 
be alone, we retired to my bedroom, where I gave 
him a full account of all that had befallen me since 
we last met, and the present unsettled state of my re- 
solves. He heard me with varying interest, until I had 
concluded. 

Square,” said he, you have been sorely knocked about, 
a passive agent, without an object, save to enjoy or suffer 
the present hour. How, to succeed, we must have an aim, 
and hold it in sight, whatever may befall; even should it 
often elude our grasp, we must not despair or relinquish it 
for another. My wish is an old age of independence. I may 
die this night, or I may live until old age has long impaired 
my energies. To obtain this, my wish, I have, from circum- 
stances, chosen my present calling; nor have I allowed the 
most adverse fortune to shake my resolve, or change my 
method of recovering it; for perseverance is the only road 
that leads to success. Fortune placed j'ou in America at 
yoim outset in life. You forsook the path others have trod 
in with success. You prospered at sea, and threw the 
golden opportunity away for a wliim; a third time you were 
placed in fortune’s way; a dark cloud passed over it; you 
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way to your feelings, and are once more, witli years of 

lost time, where you commenced.” 

Ab he spoke, a feeling anything but gratifying passed over 
my mind. I felt that what he said was strictly true; that 
I had been living, until now, without an aim, either of ava- 
rice or ambition — my thoughts never having extended to 
the future, nor a care for to-morrow having ever occupied 
my mind. His cares, again, were all for to-morrow. This 
difference could not have arisen from education; for in this 
we were both alike. He, in short, had more prudence. 
But to proceed. I requested him to give me an account of 
the manner in which he had lived since we had been sepa- 
rated. 

“You know, John,” he began, “that we were twins in 
adversity upon the streets of Edinburgh, equally friendless 
and penniless. After your departure, I felt for a few days 
very sad and lonely. I sought you everywhere in vain, and 
made every inquiry; but who cared aught about a homeless 
beggar-boy ? Had a dog as strangely disappeared, the pub- 
lic crier would have proclaimed him through the streets. I 
began, young as I was, seriously to reflect upon my desolate 
situation, and plan in my mind ways to mend it. The child- 
ish wishes we had often formed of being rich, and the 
hajipy dreams of what we would do if we were so, rose with 
tenfold force into my memory, and I resolved to be rich; but 
how to attain my aim was the rub. Wishing, I knew w ell, 
brought no gain. It must be toiled for, and steadily pur- 
sued. A tradesman I could not hope to be. ISTo one would 
receive me for my labour during my apprenticeship, and 
clothe and feed me; and I was too young and wxak for la- 
bouring work in town or country. There was one way alone 
open to me—to commence merchant. You may smile at 
the word; but you shall see. It was not my choice; but 
what have the poor to do wdth choice? My object now was 
to obtain a capital to commence business upon. I was fai 



182 


TALES OF THE BORHEBS. 

from fortimate. It was nearly a month before I had accu- 
mulated a groat; yet my labour and anxiety were intense. 
No gentleman appeared on horseback in the city, whom I 
did not follow, in anxious hopes to get, by holding his horse, 
a i^enny , to increase my capital. In messages I was more 
indefatigable than usual. No length of space or weight of 
load daunted me, if a penny was to be earned; but it ap- 
peared to my eager mind that the gentlemen, at this time, 
required less service than usual, and those that employed 
me were more liberal of their food than halfpence. Still I 
steadily held on unflinching, adding halfpenny to halfpenny, 
my mind a prey to a new fear, that of losing my treasure. 
But I had joys mixed with my fears; for, when I retired to 
a quiet corner, and counted again and again my increasing 
store, what a j)leasure I felt in adding a halfpenny to it, and 
carefully wrapping up the paper ! When I had reached my 
eightpence, I could delay my undertaking no longer. I felt 
I had attained my first step; and, with a feeling of impor- 
tance to be envied, proceeded to a bookseller’s shop, and pur- 
chased ballads, of which I got, for my groat, one dozen and 
three, with a piece of paper to wrap them in, and left the 
shop, exulting that I was now a merchant, and had goods 
to dispose of. 

“ As it was not my intention to sing them on the streets 
— for from this my pride revolted — I set ofi* in the direction 
of Lasswade, calling at every door to offer my wares. In 
two days I had sold off* my whole stock, and returned to town 
for more ballads. After a time, I added other small books, 
and my trade prospered amazingly. My living cost me no- 
thing; my voice was good, and a supper and bed to the ped- 
lar-boy, were the purchase of my songs, at the cottar’s or the 
farmer’s ingle. During the first year my tAvo groats had 
groAvn to nearly a pound, and my ambition had grown with 
it. Pins, tapes, and thread Avere added to my store; my 
excursions were extended, and Bill Wilson was almownand 



THE packman’s JOTTRNBY ftO LONDON. 


183 


a welcome guest over the whole county of Mid-Lothian. My 
toil was great, hut my strength seemed to increase with my 
load. I had now in view my second step in advance, a horse 
and cart to carry my load. Years had passed on; my pack, 
worth twenty pounds, was all my own, and I had two pounds 
in my pocket; it was far on in the year, and the day w^as 
sliort and louring. I had some goods bespoke for a biidal, 
which rcc^uircd to be delivered on the following day. My 
route lay over the Soutra Hill; and had the 'wcatlicr kept 
uj^, my task was easy of accomplishment so I chceiily 
idodded on, counting my gains; but scarce had I reached 
the ascent, when the wdnd began to moan along the dreary 
Avastc, and thin flakes of snow to fall, while the blast, from 
the cast, blew right in my face. I quickened my pace; but 
the storm increased before I reached the top, the diifting 
snow blinding me, and the fitful gusts almost lifting mo 
off my feet. Cold and biting as was the air, I was wet 
with perspiration, from my load and my struggles against 
the blast. I could not see two yards before me; I was truly 
alone in the howling waste, yet I yielded not to despond- 
ency, but struggled on for life. I had, it seemed, deviated 
from the road, for all was now a trackless waste, when sud- 
denly I stumbled and fell on the edge of a declivity, and my 
pack, the whole of my Avealth, bounded from me, in Avhat 
direction I knew not. It was A^ain to look for it in such a 
situation, in such a storm; but Avhat is AA^ealth under such 
circumstances, Avhen life is scarcely to be hoped for? 

“When I recovered my feet, I Avas bruised, and began to 
chill. Hope of escape had nearly fled; despondency AA^as 
stealing fast upon me; but life is SAveet, and so I urged on, 
as much to overcome the intense cold I felt, as Avdth any 
hope of finding a shelter from the i^itiless storm. The 
magnitude of my loss never once entered mj^ mind in this 
struggle for existence. I AA^ould have given all the remain- 
der of my hard earnings for the sight of a cottage, in which 



184 


tales op the boeders. 


to preserve my life. In this, my hour of need. I waa 
snatched from death. As I stood, unable to move a step 
forther. and on the point of sinking upon the snow, to rise 

Terov r 7fu " “ “d, with an 

stnrtM ^ incapable of a minute before, I 

staite 1 off towards the spot from whence the sounds pro- 

i.m as ir ‘"1 '«th all my strength, and lisL- 

tinct At In T di«- 

tl ouch L T i " dimly 

iou. 3 h the drifting snow, from a cottage window, which 

ia\ mg reached, I entered, almost exhausted. I was kindly 

talc” The^^'“ liiimane inmates, to whom I told my piteous 

uiadn 7^ “T f without. The good Woman 
made for me a shake-down upon the floor, close by the Are 

wliercon to pass the night. After my benumbed limbs 
CIO lostored to animation, the good man of the house took 
the book, and, after the worship, in which I joined with a 
cn oiu- 1 had never felt before, we all retired to rest, the 
family speaking all the comfort to me them feeling hearts 
could dictate, and promising to rise before dawn, to assist 
in searching for my pack All was still within; but the 
storm raged with unabated violence without, and for hours 
s 00 ]) forsook my pillow. I was tormented with heat; pains 
siiot through my frame, and before the dawn I was in a 
raging fever, and unable to rise. The good people of the 
liouro were sore distressed. I gave them the best informa- 
tion I could where to search for my pack; but it was very 
vague, for I knew not myself the spot where it had bounded 
loni me, and I was at this time two long Scotch mUesfrom 
the Soutra Hill, and one mile ofl’ the highway. The storm 
of the preceding evening had been followed by a partial 
thaw after daybreak; but all, save where the wind had 
blown the snow from the heights, lay a trackless waste, 
tar on in the day the searchers returned from their ftoiit- 
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less labours, fatigued and hungry. I was myself much 
worse; no doctor was to be had nearer than Haddington, 
neither was there accommodation for me in the house. Ill 
as I was, I had no choice. A horse and cart were, at my 
request, procured, and, carefully wapped up, I was con- 
veyed to Haddington. What followed for some days I 
know not. I will hmay on. I would not have been so 
minute, were it not to show you that there are shipwrecks 
and disasters on land as well as at sea. 

“When I recovered my consciousness, I found myself in 
an obscure garret, the dwelling of a lone and pious widow, 
who had taken into her house the sick stranger, when all 
else had refused. I had occupied her only bed, while she 
passed her nights, seated by her scanty fire, and nursed me 
in my delirium and fever. The good doctor had attended 
me as assiduously as if I had been his own son, and aided 
the widow in supporting me. The snow had been all off 
the gi'ound for many days; and whoever had found my 
store had kept it concealed, for I never heard of it. I was 
once again penniless, and worse than I was at the com- 
mencement; for I was indebted to my kind landlady and 
the doctor. My two guineas and seven shillings were still 
in my pocket untouched; for the pious widow had, even in 
her straits, on my account held them sacred, and they knew 
from the people who brought me of my ruinous misfortune. 
When I became able to move about, I besought them to 
accept of even one of the guineas as a remuneration; but 
their answer was, they would give me credit until I was 
enabled to pay them in full — and, thank God, I have done 
this long ago. 

“It was well up in February before I could resume my 
toils. Disheartening as my misfortune had been, my ulti- 
mate object, and the means of attaining it, I had never for 
one moment allowed to pass from my mind. It was now 
that the reward of honesty and fair dealing was felt by me, 
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Jind proved of immense advantage in enabling me to TO- 
cover my loss. There was not a merchant with whom 1 
had ever dealed, who did not offer me his goods in trust, to 
what amount I chose j but to avoid debt has ever been my 
maxim, and I took no more than my finances would allow. 
I had only a smaller assortment, and returned the sooner. 
I was astonished at the rapidity of my own sales — for all 
liad heard of my misfortunes, and pitied me; and, if I was 
expected, no other packman had any chance. W^hat was 
required, if not in my pack, I got orders for, and brought 
at the appointed time. Troin that day to this, every- 
thing has prosi)ercd with me. I have attained my second 
step, and am now on my way to London, and other towns, 
to purchase goods, and a horse and cart. To cover my ex- 
penses, I am doing a little business by the way. An exten- 
sive shop, and at length a competency, are, I trust, not far 
distant.” 

By mid-day, the gale of wind had considerably abated; 
the tide being in the evening, the vessels could not depart. 
AVe sat chatting together. The perseverance and success of 
my companion had made a deep impression on me. I began 
to think that I might do "worse than follow his example; 
for I had never left my country through choice. 

“ AVilson,” said I, “ do you think I could be converted 
into a packman 1 I care not what I do for an honest liveli- 
hood. I have often heard that an old packman makes a 
good merchant — I am willing to try if an old merchant can 
make a good packman. I have a few guineas to purchase 
goods with. If you will tell me what are the proper kinds, 
we will go together, by sea, to London, where you are going, 
and make our purchases: are you agreed?” 

“No! Square, no! I will never agree to trust myseli 
upon the fickle element, when there is no occasion for it, 
besides manifest loss. AVith what goods are in my pack, 
I will travel free to London, and put a pound in my poexet, 
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ut least. If 5^ou tave any thought of turning to my pro- 
fession, you must study economy and a placid temper— 

‘ take the bit and the buffet with it.’ I have not a doubt 
you may succeed, if you stick to it in earnest, and I have 
no objection to give you all the information I can, before 
we part.” 

I myself had, indeed, no other motive for going by sea 
to London, than to avoid the fatigue and get quickly 
there; so it was agreed that I should proceed with him, 
and learn from his experience. My sailor’s dress was sold, 
and one similar to his own purchased; and, while this was 
being done, he told me that he had upon his person, care- 
fully concealed, an order from the Ko^'^al Bank of Scotland, 
upon the Bank of England, for one hundred and sixty 
guineas, which he had doubly secured. It was, he said, 
not indorsed, nor would he indorse it, until he was obtain- 
ing the cash. “There are such things as robberies,” he 
said, “ and much worse. I have left a letter and instruc- 
tions at the bank, and with Widow Craig, who nursed me 
in my sickness (we have been as mother and son since then), 
that, if my order is not called for within twelve months, 
she is to give my letter to the worthy doctor, who will re- 
ceive the amount, and administer to the widow’s comforts. 
What remains at her death, I cheerfully bequeath to him. 
You may smile at this; but our trade is one not without 
danger even in Scotland; and in England, where highway- 
men and footpads are plenty, we travel with our lives in 
our hands.” 

Before the evening closed, I was all ready to start upon 
my new line of life. As Berwick, he said, was not a proper 
place to lay in a store of goods to sell again with a suffici- 
ent profit, I purchased only a few pounds’ worth of hard- 
ware, Wilson being so kind as sell me, at cost, one dozen of 
Barcelona silk handkerchiefs, of which he had a great sup- 
ply, and which he esteemed as valuable and light of cani- 
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age. Tlie remainder of my cash he made me take out of 
my purse, saying that none but those who knew not the 
value of money carried it in purses. It was as if the owner 
had collected it for the first who chose to put his hand in 
liis i')Ocket, or for a vain display. 

‘‘Square,” said he, ‘‘if you had a thousand guineas in 
your pocket, among strangers never show or say you have a 
coin in gold. Tempt no man to evil. The poor travel safe, 

when the rich are in peril. Allow me to place your guineas 
in the bank.” 

He then opened the lining of the waistband of my small- 
clothes, and stitched them in so dexterously, that no one 
could have thought there was coin there. 

“How,” scys he, “we are all ready to start for London 
on the morning. The way is long, and our burdens heavy; 
but they will get lighter as we move along. Our lodging 
for to-morrow night is Belford. I shall manage so that we 
shall reach it before dark. The dmect distance is only fif- 
teen miles; but we may travel thfity in quest of customers. 
You are not now, as you were a few months since, to expect 
that customers will come to you— the pack is a travelling 
counter, and must move about.” 

Hext morning, after an early breakfast, we crossed the 
Tweed, and walked on, with our packs slung over our 
shoulders — the weather cool and pleasing. I felt a buoy- 
ancy of spirits I had not experienced for some time; I 
dreamed waking dreams, and built castles in the air. Wil- 
son sung snatches of songs. I had once more entered on a 
new walk in life, and begun at the right end, as Wilson 
said in one of his sage remarks. 

“Square, your last misfortune arose from this — you began 
business at the wrong end; you commenced too soon and 
too full. Ho man can manage money well who knows not, 
by earning, the value of it. Be prudent— be cunning, too, 
if you please ; but use not your cunning to wrong any one 
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— a ehilling won by fraud is a pouud of loss. I have laiovui 
many since I began who have hastened to be rich in that 
way; but they have all failed in their attempts. Those who 
once dealt would never deal with them again; their means 
of success became every journey more circumscribed. Here 
is a farm-steading — we must try how we are to succeed on 
the south of the Tweed.” 

I will not weary you with our hawking adventures. We 
progressed on our journey with various success, but con- 
stantly with gain, our packs lightening apace; I liking the 
profession very ill. I loved not money sufficiently to bend 
my mind to the slights and insults we were often forced to 
endure. Upon Wilson they had no effect in ruffling his 
temper. He would smile, and, with a slyness of humour, 
turn their bitterest taunts against the taunters, or banter 
them into good-humour, and effect a sale. He would, in- 
deed, be as good-humoured under insult as if he had been 
civilly treated; while I was on the eve of bursting into a 
rage, and cither looking sulky or returning taunt for taunt. 
Indeed, before we reached Northallerton, I had made up 
my mind to relinquish my new calling as soon as we got to 
London; and told Wilson so. He shook his head. 

“ John Square, you are one of those who, for want of 
firmness, never get on in the world. When there is an ob- 
ject to gain, we must not be scared from it by trifles, or 
neglect an honest mean that leads to success. You have 
commenced at the hardest part of a packman’s life— his 
journey in England. But, ho! here is Northallerton. To- 
morrow we will strike off the eastern road, and go to York. 
I expect to see some acquaintances there.” 

Thus we journeyed on, I more through a dogged stub- 
bornness not to yield, than any love I had for the mode of 
life I had chosen, until we were a few miles from York, 
where we overtook a brother of the trade. As soon as he 
came in sight, Wilson said — 
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“ Tliere is Simon Hepburn, the Praying Packman, as the 
profane call him, or Pious Simon, his more befitting name^ 
for he really is a good, well-meaning man. I have known 
him for some years, neither richer nor poorer; his pack or 
cash seldom exceeds twenty pounds, yet he could easily in- 
crease his store, if he had ambition ; but that he wants; and 
his gains are always spent upon objects of charity or piety. 
Pie is never without Bibles or pious books, which he be- 
stows, in free gift, where he thinks they may be of use; he 
has only particular houses where he stops, and he is always 
a welcome guest, superseding the goodman of the house, 
for the time, in the Christian office of a teacher. The 
most pleasing and edifying evenings I have ever spent were 
with him. When he is in Haddington, Widow Craig’s is 
his home; and, although we are two of a trade, happy am 
I when we meet. You shall judge for yourself. His his- 
tory is a most singular one, and nothing gives him more 
pleasure than to relate it. Let him speak for himself.” 

We quickened our j^rice, and soon overtook him. He was 
a man, to all appearance, above sixty years of age; his hair 
was white as snow, with a shade of care at times upon his 
regular features, that flitted off, and was succeeded by a 
gleam of internal satisfaction. The smoothness of his brow, 
and the fulness of his features, bore an unusual contrast to 
the whiteness of his locks, the appearance of age and j'Outh 
being strangely combined, while his whole appearance was 
winning in the extreme. When we came up to him, Bill 
said — 

“Simon, I am happy to have met you; how come you on*?” 

“Far bej'ond my deserts,” said he. “ How are you? and 
how did you leave my worthy friend the widow ? ” 

“ In good health,” said Bill; “I thank you. I have been 
just talking of you to my friend Square here, who would 
feel obliged were you to give him an outline of yorm strange 
histoiy, as we walk on to York.” 
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“ Certainly, Bill, certainly; it may be of use to him. He 
is a new beginner in his present craft, as I was when the 
events happened that I am going to relate. 

“ The changes that occur both in nations and families,” 
said Simon, “are soon felt V the individuals. Lawsuits 
and bad management had reduced the once extensive patri- 
mony of our family to a small farm. At my grandfather’s 
death, my father, who had married, as his father thought, 
far beneath him, had three sons. My oldest brother, before 
he succeeded, went to Holland, having got a commission 
in the Scottish brigade; the second attended the farm, at 
which I assisted until I was about eighteen. I grew weary 
of farming, and resolved to become a merchant. I was in- 
duced to this by the success of several who had left our 
neighbourhood, done well after a few years’ travel as pack- 
men, and were then settled in various towns, and prospe- 
rous. It was in the beginning of iMay, as soon as the weather 
became settled, that I left the neighbourhood of Annan, 
with a few pounds, on my way to Dumfries, and thence to 
Edinburgh; my object being to furnish my pack. I had a 
relation of my mother’s, a wholesale merchant, in the first 
town, who had promised to do all in his power for me, as 
far as advice and a few articles would go. Cheerful and 
full of hope, I strode along, till, within about two miles 
from Dumfries, I overtook a young and interesting female, 
accompanied by a young man. We entered into conver- 
sation as we walked along. She appeared sad, and often 
sighed; while he was taciturn, and appeared to avoid con- 
versation. When within a few hundred yards of the town, 
they stopped behind for a minute or so, and then, the man 
leaving her, she overtook me, and we entered the town to- 
gether. I learned from her that she was on her way to 
Edinburgh, and, having a brother married in Dumfries, she 
was going to his house for some articles belonging to her;, 
and her fellow-traveller was to meet her there. 
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“Anxious to commence my new mode of life, I liad soon 
completed my business with my friend. He was standing 
at the door when I came up with the young woman, and, 
laughing, inquired if she was my sweetheart or wife. In 
the course of two or three hours, I was again upon the road 
towards Moffat, on my way to Edinburgh, with my light 
pack upon my back, as happy as a king. As I passed the 
side of a young plantation that skirted the road, a few miles 
from Dumfries, I saw, lying on the side of the way, a small 
bundle, tied in a silk handkerchief. I immediately picked 
it tipj and, after standing a few minutes, and looking around 
to see if any one was in sight who might have dropped it, 
I called aloud, but there was no answer. I continued my 
pace, rejoicing in my good fortune. At about a quarter-of- 
a-mile from the spot, there was a public-house, into which 
I entered, for a little refreshment, and to inquire if they 
would purchase anything I could supply them. I placed 
the bundle I had picked up and my pack upon the table, 
got what I asked for, and then inquired if they would pur- 
chase. During my stay, two farm-servants came inj and, 
when I was about to depart, they, seeing me lift the bundle 
from the table, inquired if it was my own. I hesitated for 
a moment, and, unfortunately, said that it was. They 
looked at each other; no more passed, and I resumed my 
journey towards Moffat, which I was anxious to reach be- 
fore nightfall. I accomplished it; and, stopping at a cheap 
lodging-house, had an early supper, and went soon to bed, 
weary with my day’s walk. 

“ Scarce had I fallen asleep, when I was aroused by a 
loud knocking at the door, and the sound of many voices. 
Before I was fully awake, I was seized in my bed, and my 
hands bound tightly together. My terror became extreme 
— I sliook in every limb. In vain I strove to speak, and 
inquire what all this meant. I could only see that every 
eye was bent on me with an expression of horror and rage. 
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f.Ty clothes were seavcliecl, and tlien forced upon me. I 
was not allowed to assist myself— my hands were unbound 
to get on my coat; but a man held each arm while another 
pulled. They seemed afraid I would do something despe- 
rate, and were as coarse and cautious as if I had been a 
ferocious animal ; yet I was passive from excess of fear; and, 
although numbers were speaking, I was in such a state that 
I could not collect the purport of their conversation. Exe- 
crations sounded in my ears above the confusion of voices, 
and the first sentence I made out was spoken by my laiid- 
— ‘Oh, the bloody-minded young wretch!’ she cried. 

‘ Who would have thought it, to look at him ? But I hope 
they will hang him as high as Hainan. And, after all, to 
come into a lone widow’s house to bring disgrace on it. 
Take him away, sirs, as quick as you can, or I shall be an 
undone woman, and my character entirely lost.’ 

“Astonished at what the woman said, I inquired what 
offence I had committed— or where. O God 1 what was my 
horror to learn that I was charged with murder ! — that the 
bundle in my possession had been the property of the victim 
of some ruthless villain — and that I was taken for him! 
In vain I protested my innocence. The two men were pre- 
sent to whom I had said, when they inquired, that the 
bundle was my own. I was thus, by my own confession — if 
not a murderer — a convicted liar. No one, for a moment, 
thought me innocent. So strong was their conviction of my 
guilt, that had the laws not deterred them, they would have 
rejoiced to have put me to death on the spot. Even this 
would have been kindness, in a worldly sense, to what I was 
doomed to suffer. 

“It was nearly eleven o’clock at night, but clear and 
bright; the moon was nearly full; the air a little sharp, 
but not cold, when I was placed, bound hand and foot, in 
a cart, and accompanied by the two men and two officers. 
I thought my heart would have burst. I opened not my 
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month to speak in answer to their questions, cruel taunts, 
and upbraidings. I saw I was an object of hoiTor and loath- 
ing to them — and deservedly so, had I been the guilty crea- 
ture they had cause to think me. I passed the melancholy 
time we were upon the road in tears, and prayers that my 
innocence might be made manifest; but I knew not yet the 
extent of my misery. At length the cart stopped at the 
door of the public-house; my feet were loosened, and I was 
desired to come down, and enter the same room where I had 
been in the afternoon. A crowd of horrorstricken people 
were huddled round the fireplace. In the wooden bed lay 
an object, covered v/ith a white sheet, resembling a human 
body. I had never seen a corpse laid out in my life; yet 
the idea rushed upon my mind that this was one; and my 
blood curdled in my veins, as the conviction came over me 
that it was one that had met its fate by violence. I trembled, 
while the large drops of sweat stood upon my brow. All 
e^xs were turned to me; a grim smile of malicious satisfac- 
tion was on the faces of some, while horror and pity were 
equally strongly marked upon the countenances of others. 
My natural feelings were, to all present, a sure indication 
of my guilt. I would have sunk to the ground had not the 
two men supported me. My head fell upon my breast. I 
requested a little water, in a voice scarcely audible. It was 
given me, and the sickness went off. One of the officers 
then, taking a lamp, went to the bed, and removed the sheet 
from the body. JMy eyes involuntarily followed liim; a cry 
of horror escaped my lips; and I felt my muscles become 
rigid. Before me lay the body of the female I had parted 
with in liealtli early in the forenoon, at the shop-door of 
my relation, shockingly mangled, her long fair hair clotted 
with blood, and her mild blue eyes, that had smiled upon 
me, dnlled b^^ the shade of death. I could only groan. My 
sufferings at this sight were beyond utterance. All in the 
room moved to the bed, and placed their hands upon the 
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bosom of the dead, and protested tbeir innocence. I was 
ordered to do the same; but I could not summon resolution 
to touch the body. My whole nature revolted from the 
contact. 

“‘lam innocent ! ’ I cried; ‘ God knows I am innocent I 
I know nothing of this foul murder. Ask me to cut off 
my hand, or place it in the burning fire, among the live 
coals; but ask me not to touch that bloody body, for pity’s 
sake ! ’ 

“ Mv appeals were vain; they only served to confirm the 
prepossessions of my hearers that I was guilty. As I stood, 
shrinking from the fearful object as far as those who held 
me would permit, a cry arose that I was the murderer be- 
yond a doubt, and that I should be compelled to touch the 
body. One of the officers seized my hand; those who held 
me pushed me towards the bed; I struggled in vain; my 
hand was held fast as I was forced along; and the conse- 
quence was, that it came with force upon the chest of the 
murdered victim, when a gurgling sound issued from the 
gaping wound. I became insensible. 

“When my faculties returned, it was the grey of the 
morning. We were entering the town of Dumfries; I in 
the cart, and the murdered body by my side. I was lodged 
in the jail — a criminal already condemned in the eyes of my 
fellow-men. Even the felons and debtors in prison avoided 
my society. At my examination before the sheriff, T trembled 
at the array of circumstantial evidence that was brought 
against me. My own relation admitted that he had seen 
us together at his shop-door. The young woman had gone 
from thence to her brother’s, and staid only a short time 
—telling them she was on her way to Edinburgh, and was 
to meet a young man, who was to accompany her there. 
She had been seen by the two men lingering upon the Mof- 
fat road, near the planting, a short time before, with the 
same bundle in her hand that I had said was mine when 
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they saw me in the public-house with it in my possession. 
They had thought it strange, but paid no attention until the 
body of the young woman was discovered in the wood a few 
hours after, and still warm. I had been pursued, and the 
property proved to belong to the victim of my cruelty. My 
terror at being apprehended, and my refusal to touch the 
dead body, all militated against me. I was fully com- 
mitted as the murderer, without hope of escape, inno- 
cent as I was of the crime. To this damning evidence, 
all I had to advance was my unheeded assertion of my in- 
nocence. 

“ From the beginning of May until the month of Septem- 
ber I lay in jail — a stranger to comfort of any kind. Every 
anguish was mine, excejjt remorse. I was looked upon by 
all, except my parents, as the most hardened villain on 
earth. No one doubted my guilt, except my parents; and 
it was only their parental feelings that made them doubt 
and pray that, if innocent, the really guilty might be dis- 
covered. I will not attempt to describe the scenes between 
me and my parents. They both wished that the grave 
might hide their shame before the fatal day of the execu- 
tion of their son; for all chance of proving my imiocence 
seemed out of the question. The worthy minister that 
visited the jail firmly believed in my guilt; to all my solemn 
asseverations of innocence, he only replied by holding forth 
on the dangers of hardened crime, with earnest exhortations 
for me to confess and make atonement as far as was in my 
power. He would for hours lay before me the horrors of 
appearing before my Maker with a lie in my mouth. My 
pride was wounded by the good man’s well-meant efforts. 

I began to avoid him as much as possible; and, when I could 
not, I was silent and sullen. This, also, was held to be a 
sure token of my guilt. Alas ! I was not hardened; but I 
was heart-broken. My Bible was my only companion — my 
soother and support; for I found no threat there but against 
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the wicked. Its Author was the searcher of hearts. In it I 
found I was really guilty of many crimes which my felloA\ - 
men thought nothing of; hut there I also found a Saviour 
and Mediator. My mind became humbled and composed; 
and, while I still solemnly asserted my innocence of the 
murder, I did it with temper and meekness. 

‘ Worthy sir,’ I said to the clergyman, ‘ appearances 
have deceived j^ou. If it is the will of God that the inno- 
cent should suffer, for some wise purpose, his will be done. 
If it is not so, my guiltlessness of blood will be made evi- 
dent in this world — at least I shall be declared innocent on 
that great day when all shall render their account — in this 
matter, innocent, save of the guilty falsehood I stated, that 
the unfortunate female’s bundle was my own. Alas! I 
wished not to keep the property from the rightful owner. 
My thought at the time was, that, if I owned that I had 
found it, they would take it from me, or make a disturbance 
about it. Had they only said a few words more, I had told 
the truth; and thus, probably, have contributed to the x^roof 
of my innocence.’ 

“ At length, the Lords of Justiciary entered the town. 
None but those who are within the walls of a jail, awaiting 
their arrival, can conceive the dread sensation of fear and 
hope awakened in the breasts of criminals by the clang of 
the trumpets and shouting of the mob, as the jDageant pro- 
ceeds tlirough the streets. How bitter are the feelings pro- 
duced by the joyous shouts of the thoughtless peojple! for- 
getful, or heedless, of the fates of their fellow-mortals. Next 
day I was led into the court, more dead than alive. My 
head became giddy. Everything before me — the crowded 
court, the judges, jury, and officers — became a confused mass; 
a murmur as if of horror sounded in my ears from the as- 
sembled multitude; the fatal bundle lay upon the table be- 
fore me. At length all was ready; and, the indictment 
Laving been read aloud by the clerk, the judge, in a solemn 
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voice, asked if I was guilty or not. After a gasp or two fbi 
breath — 

“ ‘ O my lord !* I said, ‘ I am as guiltless of this crime as 
the unborn babe. Have mercy on me ! * And I sank upon 
the table before me, overpowered. 

“ The public prosecutor then opened the case, and har- 
rowed up my soul with the fearful account of the diabolical 
deed. He almost persuaded me I was the murderer; so 
clearly did he reason from appearances. The witnesses were 
called; a chain of circumstantial evidence was made out; all 
that was awanting in it was, that I had not been seen to do 
the deed. Witnesses I had not one. Those whom I could 
have called could have said nothing but what they had al- 
ready said, and it was wrested to my disadvantage by my 
own story; for I was a self-convicted liar, and little better 
than a thief, in my attempt to appropriate what was not 
my own — even in the most favourable construction my able 
counsel could put ujoon my case. The jury, without leaving 
their box, pronounced me guilty, without a dissentient voice. 
The judge jDut on the fearful black hat upon his head; and, 
after a heart-harrowing speech upon my guilt, pronounced 
sentence of death upon me. I was to be taken back to the 
jail, and from thence to the spot where the murder had been 
committed, and hung in chains on the second market-day in 
October. How I Avas remoA^ed from the court I cannot tell; 
neither can I tell what intervened for some hours. The last 
thing strongly impressed upon my memory is a burst of 
satisfaction in the court, when the sentence was passed upon 
me, and the hooting of the crOAvd Avithout; 3"et, strange to 
sa}^, I slept soundly after the irons Avere riveted upon my 
ankles, and aAvoke to find my doom fixed, and my days on 
earth numbered. I became, in a manner, resigned to my 
fate. Indeed, saA^e for my parents, I had no other regret in 
leaAung the Avorld; yet, at times, an anxious wish would 
steal upon my mind that I might be saved from my unme- 
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rited death. It was the shuddering of natui'e at entering 
upon eternity. The hope never left me that my innocence 
would, at one time or another, sooner or later, be made 
manifest to my fellow-men— for murder will not hide, nor 
innocent blood cry from the earth in vain. The hours flew 
past with fearful rapidity; the neighbouring clock seemed 
never to cease to strike the hour. Night followed day, and 
day night, as if there was no interval between; yet there 
was a heaviness upon me that bowed me down. My last 
Sabbath on earth arrived; the day was spent in devotion— 
my heart-broken parents, who now were convinced of my 
innocence, pouring out their souls with mine to the Throne 
of Grace. If ever there was on earth a foretaste of the joys 
of heaven, I felt it that day in the condemned cell, loaded 
with irons. W^e had taken farewell of each other, in the full 
assurance of soon meeting where there is no sorrow or shame. 
Tlie bitterness of death was past. My thoughts were no 
longer of this world. 

“ The Monday passed on. Tlierc was but one whole day 
more for me on the earth. Wednesday was to be my last. 
On the morning of Tuesday, as soon as the jail was opened, 
my brother, who had always thought hardly of me, and 
visited me only twice, rushed into my cell, and, weeping, fell 
upon my bosom. After a few minutes, he sobbed — 

“‘My brother! Simon, my brother ! can you forgive me 
for thinking so hardly of you ? ’ 

“ ‘My brother,’ I replied, ‘ I have ever thought of you in 
grief and pity, never in anger. My heart blesses you for 
this kindness.’ 

‘“You are innocent, my own Simon ! You are cleared of 
this crime. All is made manifest. The worthy minister 
is at present with the provost, who will v rite to the sheriff 
to delay the fatal day, until your pardon come.’ 

“I heard no more: a faintness came over me; my heart 
ceased to beat, and all consciousness left me for some time. 
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Vlien I recovered, wo fell upon our loiees, and poured out 
our Bouls m thanksgivings. At that time I dedicated the 
whole remainder of my days to the service of that merciful 
ttocl who had made clear my innocence, and spared mv 
pniciits and friends from sliamc. 

“ When we had become composed, I learned from him 
the wonderful manner in which my innocence had been 
t iscovered, and the guilty punished by the hand of the 
Bufferer’s own brother. Slie had resided in the parish of 
Caerlaverock, with a brother, a widower, as his house- 
Ivceper, foj' some years; and it had been understood that 
slic Avas soon to marry a young man, a stranger, who had 
come some years before into tlie parish. He was on inti- 
mate terms with her brother; but her other friends did not 
approA^e of the connection, as his character was none of the 
best. Her brother was of a thoughtless, jovial disposition, 
and saw no harm in him, foi he was an excellent boon-com- 
panion, and they Avere thus inseparable on all occasions of 
festivity. On the Saturday afternoon befoi'e the day ap- 
pointed foi my execution, they had gone out Avith their guns 
to shoot for ainuseineut. Both had been drinking pretty 
hard; and it Avas observed that the stranger had for some 
time almost entirely given himself up to intoxication, espe- 
cially since the death of Grace, his SAveetheart. This was 
attributed to his grief, and begat pity for him, and no one 
AA\as more assiduous in endeavouring to cheer his gloom than 
her brother. After their search for game, they were return- 
ing to the village, Avhen, by some accident, the gun which 
Grace s brother carried Avent off, and lodged its contents in 
the body of his companion, Avho fell, dreadfully wounded. 

A surgeon Avas sent for, AAdio gaAm little hopes of his recovery. 
Ho blame could be attached to his comi3anion, as the acci- 
dent AAms seen by several, and the grief of Grace’s brother 
A'^as excessiA^e. On the Sabbath, the stranger Avas much 
worse. His mind seemed to suher more than his body; and 
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words of fearful import escaped from him at intervals, which 
harrowed up the souls of those who attended him. Cries of 
despair, mixed with horrid imprecations, burst from his lips. 
Yet death evidently was approaching fast to seize his victim. 
When they spoke of sending for the minister to pray with 
and console him, he blasphemed, and thus spent he his last 
Sabbath on earth. Through the night he fell into a troubled 
sleep, and began to mutter. Gradually his words became 
more distinct. He talked of Grace, and recounted her 
murder as he had perpetrated itj writhed in remorse, and 
called for mercy from my injured spirit, as if I had already 
suffered. As soon as the morning dawned, the minister was 
sent for, and what the guilty man had said in his sleep re- 
counted to him. He was now very low; the hand of death 
was on him; and, for some time, he was deaf to the remon- 
strances of the divine. But at length he confessed all; told 
that they would find the knife with which he had done the 
fearful crime buried at the back of the cottage where he lay. 
All was written down by the minister. The knife was found, 
stained with the blood of his victim. I was now as much 
the object of pity as I had been of hatred and horror. That 
day my irons were struck off; I had the freedom of the jail 
until my pardon arrived, and was visited by numbers of the 
inhabitants, who loaded me with presents. But my feelings 
of gratitude were principally awakened on my parents’ ac- 
count, for the joy it imparted to them. Many, many years 
have passed since that event, but it is ever present with 
me, and spurs me on in my labom’s of love, in comforting 
and winning souls to God.” 

So deeply had I been interested in the narrative of the 
Pious Pedlar, that we had reached York, and stood at the 
door of the Duke of Marlborough public-house, before I 
was aware of the distance we had walked after he com- 
menced. As this was the house where Bill and a number 
of others in his line were in the habit of staying during the 
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time they were in the town, we entered, and found two or 
three, who, like ourselves, had come to purchase goods. I 
was astonished at the haughty manner in which they re- 
turned our salutation. The landlord, who seemed to know 
all his guests well, received William and Simon with a 
hearty welcome; and, shaking me by the hand, wished me 
success in my new calling, expressing his hope that I would 
find everything in the Marlborough to my liking. We were 
then ushered into a small room, where dinner was to be 
served to us. When we were comfortably seated, I re- 
marked to Bill the impression the lofty bearing of the others 
had made upon me, and inquired if he knew the cause. He 
laughed — 

“ Quite well,” said he; “ there is an aristocracy among 
pedlars as well as other callings. They belong to the wag- 
goners, and would think it a degradation to associate with 
us bearers. We are a grade beneath them; besides, the 
waggoners are, for the most part, gentlemen by birth — the 
younger cadets of decayed houses of long standing. With 
a little capital to commence with, they never dealt in small 
quantities, their line lying in supplying the retailers in dis- 
tant towns, and many of them are very wealthy. Upon 
my return from London, when I have purchased my horse 
and waggon, I will be entitled to rank with them, but will 
never be treated as the equal of those who have both birth 
and waggons; nevertheless, I will be a waggoner until I 
commence business in my own shop, when I will be a gvade 
higher than even waggoner; and, with economy and my 
usual perseverance, I may be a bailie, or even provost, of 
the town I settle in. Only think of that, J ohn Square ! 
Stick to yom’ present occupation, and, without trusting the 
stormy ocean, you may, by following my counsel, succeed 
as well as I or any one.” 

My young friend,” said the pious Simon, “ all these 
are good in subjection; but a higher aim ought to be 
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your guide through lifej for all these give not peace to 
the soul.” 

While he spoke, we were joined by other two of our own 
rank, to whom my two companions were barely civil, and 
very distant. Both were well advanced in years, with a 
forward cast of countenance and a look of low cunning 
strangely blended, which they endeavoured to make pass 
for frankness. Having settled our small bill, and left our 
packs in charge of the landlord, I walked out to see the 
minster, they to transact some business of their own. 

I returned when the shades of evening fell, and found 
that Wilson and Simon had arrived some time before me, 
and were seated by themselves. There were several others 
in the room in general conversation, in which we took no 
part. Tlie two whom I had left before I went out were 
still in the same position, evidently under the influence of 
liquor. They were clearly unwelcome; their conversation 
was only calculated to beget disgust in well-regulated minds, 
consisting of anecdotes of fraud and imposition, of which 
they seemed proud of being the heroes. 

“These two,” said Simon to me, “are a specimen of those 
who bring disrepute upon any callings, and much more so 
on ours. They are not without talents, but they cultivate 
them to unprofitable ends. I have known them for many 
years; and, with all their boasted cunning, they arc, I be- 
lieve, poorer at this moment than they "weie when I fiist 
knew them, and must still become poorer, for their cha- 
racter is gone. The public fear to deal with them, and will 
not do it, even wdren they would act honestly. They are 
forced to range far, to places where they are unknown; and 
even there they are every year circumscribing and j)lanting 
thorns for others to walk over. They, besides, are ever 
under the fear of injury from some one or other wdiom they 
have defrauded. Such are the fruits of dishonest dealing. 

All our business being transacted, it was agreed that we 
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should continue our route for London, to purchase silks and 
light goods, and return by the same route to Scotland 
William having purchased a small waggon and horse, to- 
gether with a small assortment of woollens, my stock re- 
mained much the same, and was slung over my shoulder, 
save when, for ease, and there were no houses on the road| 
I placed it in the waggon; for I was weary of my pedlar’s 
life, and only endured it until I should reach London. ^Ye 
arrived at Hatfield, about twenty-five miles from London, 
early in the afternoon, and resolved to stay for the night, as 
^Vilson had hopes of doing some good in the neighboui'hood. 
As for me, I had ceased, much to his chagrin, to attempt 
any sales, as my pack was now much reduced. While he 
was gone, I sat at the inn-door, amusing myself in the best 
manner I could sometimes musing on my strange fate, at 
others gazing listlessly upon the passers-by — when a post- 
chaise drove up to the door at a furious rate. The horses 
were extremely blown, and covered with perspiration. A 
gentleman and lady descended from the chaise; she evi- 
dently was under restraint, and looked anxiously and fear- 
fully around.. Our eyes met; I thought she gave her hand 
that was disengaged a movement, as if she wished me to 
come to her. She was in tears. I rose, and moved to ap- 
proach, but she was hurried into the house before I could 
advance; for I was in doubt — yet her look expressed what 
her hand signalled. I thought it strange, for a moment; but 
this feeling died awa^^, for I might have been deceived. The 
gentleman came to the door, to hurry the people, as they 
were rather slow, as he thought, in procuring fresh horses. 

I good-naturedly went to assist the postilion. As I stood 
before the chaise, I looked up to one of the windows, and 
saw the female weeping at it. Our eyes again met; she 
clasped her hands imploringly, and, taking a small packet, 
placed it behind the window-shutter, and, raising her clasped 
hands to heaven, looked earnestly at me. I gave a nod of 
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aBscut. She retired from the window. All this had passed 
quickly as a shadow. In a few minutes they were again 
in the chaise. As it passed off, I again gave a nod, and a 
languid smile passed over her face. I entered the house, 
and inquired of the landlord who they were; but got no in- 
formation, as he said they were unknown to him. I re- 
quested to have a glass of brandj'-and-water in the room 
where the lady had been. As soon as it was brought, and 
j)C had retired, I looked behind the window -shutter, and, 
taking out the parcel, found it to contain a sum of money 
and a scaled letter, upon the inside of the wrapper of which 
was written in i)cncil — “ Benevolent stranger, whoever you 
are, for mercy's sake and all that is dear to you, deliver this 
as directed, with your utmost despatch, and snatch a fellow- 
creature from misery. Let this supply your immediate 
wants, and an ample reward shall follow. Use all despatch, 
I again implore you.” 

I was for a few minutes lost in amazement. The letter 

was addressed to Captain James H , Strand, London. 

Could this be my old patron and captain ? There was not 
one moment to lose. I descended to the bar, and told the 
landlord I must set off for London immediately, and re- 
quested his advice how I was to proceed. He told me I 
must make the journey on horseback, as he had not another 
l)air of horses. I told him that was impossible, as I had 
never been on horseback in my life, and I could walk it 
faster and with more ease than I could ride. I would walk 
on to Barnet before dark, and get a chaise there if I could 
find none sooner. As I was on the eve of setting off, he 
found means to procure an old phaeton; and, while it was 
getting ready, I wrote to Wilson that circumstances forced 
me to London, but that I would perhai)s see him in the 
morning. At all events, I made him heartily welcome to 
my pack, as I meant to carry it no more, wishing him health 
and prosperity if we should not meet. 
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I mounted the high-hung, crazy vehicle, with a lad t© 
drive and bring it back, having satisfied mine host to h|a 
utmost^ wish. By half-past ten o’clock, I reached th4 
jeweller’s in the Strand, whose first floor Captain 
occupied, and found him at home. His lady was also prei 
sent. His surprise was great at my entering. Our joy was 
mutual, and only damped by my relating the strange mam 
ner in which I had again had the pleasure of seeing him. 
He broke the letter open, and having hastily perused it, 
turned to his wife, who sat pale and anxiously looking at 
love, I must be off this instant, and endeavour 
to rescue Catherine from her unpleasant thraldom. Do not 
be alarmed— there is no danger. During the time I am get- 
ting all ready, you may peruse the letter.” Saying this, he 
rung the bell, and ordered liis servant to procure a post- 
chaise as quickly as he could, and send in refreshments for 

me. Mrs H was dissolved in tears, as she had read the 

letter to an end. When we were again alone, “James,” said 
she, “ this i^roceeding of Master Wilton is very cruel to my 
cousin; although he is her guardian, he has, I should think, 
no right to wound her feelings, and hurry her about the 
country in this mysterious manner. I am fearful he has 
some reason he is ashamed to confess. My dear James, be 
careful of yourself for my sake; I shall be miserable until 
your return.” 

“There is not the smallest occasion, my love; I shall 
write you as soon as I arrive at Mr Wilton’s. In the morn- 
ing, you must write a note to Mr Stenton, to call upon yom 
Show him your cousin’s letter, and order him to take what 
steps he may judge necessary in this affair.” 

“ Can it be possible,” said she, “ that my aunt approves 
of this proceeding ? He could not have removed Catherine 
without her consent.” 

“ I shall soon know, my love. The dear girl must not be 
allowed to suffer from their designs or caprice.” 
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At this moment the chaise was announced to be at the 
door, and in a short time we were in it, and rattling along 
towards Barnet, where we changed horses, and were in 
Hatfield a little after daybreak. During our dark and com- 
fortless ride, I told him all that had befallen me since we 
parted in Lisbon. He had only been in London a few 
months, where he had come upon business — an uncle of his 
wife’s having died some time before, leaving the bulk of 
his fortune to his two neiccs— Catherine, the young lady 
wliose letter I had brought to London, and his wife. To 
Catherine, his favourite sister’s daughter, he had left, be- 
sides an equal sum in cash, all his landed and other pro- 
perty. Mr Wilton’s sister, the aunt of both, was a rich 
widow, but of a morose and finical temper. Catherine had 
been brought up by her some fifty miles from London, and 

Mr H had no idea until my arrival that she had not 

l)ccn still with her. ‘‘ I hope there is no foolish love affair 
ill this strange business,” said he; “for Catherine is a warm- 
hearted, susceptible girl. Her father was our countryman, 
and my intimate friend.” 

As Mr Wilton’s proiierty lay near Baldock, about eighteen 
miles distant, and no post-horses were to be got, the captain, 
on horseback, set off alone; I was to follow on foot, which I 
preferred, to Stevenage, where I was to wait until I heard 
from him. After a hasty parting from my fellow-traveller 
Wilson, which was not without regret on both sides, I set 
off for Stevenage; he saying, as he shook my hand — 

“ J ohn Square, I hope you will never want, but you will 
never be rich. You are as unstable as water.” 

I had only been in the inn at Stevenage a short time, 
when a servant arrived with a note, informing me that 

Captain H had got all arranged to his satisfaction, 

and would return to London on the following day, I’oquest- 

ing me to hasten thither with a letter for Mrs H ; 

which I did, and took lodgings for myself in Lower Thames 
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Street. When the captain and I again met, I found pre- 
sent tlie young lady and another gentleman. I was most 
graciously received by all. The uncle of Catherine was 
likewise piesent, and, turning to his niece, said — ■ 

“So this is the messenger you contrived to engage, strictly 
as I watched you in this foolish affair. I see that a wonian’s 
invention, like her love, has no bounds ’’—saying which, he 

good-humouredly patted the happy and blushing Catherine 
under the chin. 

The captain retired with me to a separate room, where 
he told me that the whole had arisen out of the anger of his 
wife s aunt, who had set her heart upon marrying her niece 
to a young clergyman of her neighbourhood, for whom slie 
had not the smallest regard, and whose assiduities were 
hateful to her, as her heart was akeady engaged to Mr 
Stenton, a distant relation of her ownj but, as his cu’cum- 
stances were not sufficiently prosperous to enable them to 
marry, she had concealed their love from all but Iilrs 
H . 

“ The death of her uncle, and my arrival in London, altered 
her views. She rebelled against her aunt’s authority, and 
refused to see the clergyman as a lover. This threw the 
old lady into a paroxysm of rage. Poor Catherine was 
locked up, and, all her repositories being searched, Mr 
Stenton’s letters were found. They were immediately sealed 
up, and a letter written to Mr Wilton, her brother, of the 
most alarming kind for the safety of his now wealthy niece, 
representing that she meant to throw herself and fortune 
away upon some peasant in the neighbourhood. He had 
posted, on receipt of the packet, to his sister, when his fears 
were further excited by the old lady’s conjectures. Cathe- 
rine was unconscious of what had joassed, until she was 
summoned to the presence of her uncle, whom she had 
seldom before seen. He is a good-hearted, but a i^ositive, 
irascible man. Ho explanation was asked When aU ap- 



THE packman’s JOURNEY TO LONDON. 209 

peared so plain against the trembling gM, she was, by her 
uncle and aunt, hurried into a post-chaise, and was on her 
way to Mr Wilton’s. She had contrived to write to me 
duiing the short time she was allowed to prepare for the 
journey, but had no opportunity until, struck by your man- 
ners, she resolved to shorten her confinement by trusting 
you, as her uncle’s anger was so great that he had scarce 
8i>okcn to her since they entered the chaise, but to threaten 
and abuse her. When I arrived, an explanation and recon- 
ciliation had taken place, and the marriage will follow in a 
few weeks. It only remains for you to consider in what 
manner we can serve you.” 

I returned him my thanks for their kind intentions; and 
said the young lady’s purse, which I would not affront them 
by offering to return, was much more than sufficient reward 
fi^r all I had done; and, begging I might not detain him 
longer from his friends, I bade him adieu, promising to call 
in a day or two. 
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CHARLES LAWSON. 

“ Tak a faither’s advice, Betty, my woman,” said Andrew 
Weir to his only daughter — “tak a faither’s advice, and 
avoid gaun blindfolded to your ruin. Ye aire sune aneugh 
to many these seven years yet. Marry ! preserve us ! for I 
dinna ken what the generation is turning to, but I’ll de- 
clare bits o’ lasses now-a-days haena the dolls weel oot o’ 
their arms, till they tak a gnidman by the hand. But 
aboon everything earthly, I wad impress it upon ye, bairn, 
that ye canna be owre carefu o’ your company^ mind that 
a character is a’ a woman has to carry her through the 
warld, and ye should guard it like the apple o’ your e’e; 
and remember, that folk are a^^e judged o’ frae the com- 
joany they keep. Now, how often maun I warn ye no to 
be seen wi’ Charles Lawson ? He’s a clever lad, nae doubt 
— naebody denies that; but, oh, Betty, Betty, woman ! wad 
ye only reflect that a’ gifts are no graces; and I am far 
mistaen if he hasna a serpent’s heart as weel as his tongue. 
He has naething o’ the fear o’ God before his een — ye canna 
deny that. In ae word, he is a wild, thoughtless ne’er-do- 
weel; and I charge ye — I command ye — Betty, that ye ne’er 
speak to him again in your born days; or, if ye do, ye surely 
will hae but little satisfaction to break your faither’s heart, 
and bring him to the grave wi’ sorrow and wi’ shame — for 
that, Betty, that wad be the end o’t.” 

Elizabeth heard him, and bent her head upon her bosom 
to conceal her confusion. The parental homily was too 
late— she was already the wife of Charles Lawson. 
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jiaiy that we go back, and inform the reader, in a few 
words, that Andrew Weir was a respectable farmer on the 
north side of the Tweed, and withal a decent and devout 
Presbyterian, and an elder in the kirk. Charles Lawson’s 
parents were originally from Northumberland. They had 
known better days, and, at the period we have alluded to, 
were struggling with a hard farm in the neighbourhood of 
Andrew Weir’s. Charles was not exactly what his father- 
in-law had described him; and, were we to express his 
portrait in a line, we should say, he had blue eyes and a 
broad brow, a goodly form and oiDen heart. The ringlets 
which parted on Elizabeth’s forehead were like the raven’s 
wing, and loveliness, if not beauty, nestled around the 
dimples on her cheeks. Their affection for each other began 
in childhood, and grew with their years, till it became strong 
as their existence. 

A few weeks after Andrew Weir had delivered the ad- 
vice we have quoted to his daughter, Charles Lawson bade 
farewell to his parents, his wife, and his country, and pro- 
ceeded to India, where a relative of his mother’s had 
amassed a fortune, and who, while he refused to assist 
them in their distress, had promised to make provision for 
their son. As we are not writing a novel in three volumes, 
we shall not describe the scene of their parting, and tell 
with what agony, with what tears, and with what bitter 
words, Charles tore himself from his father, his mother, and 
his yet unacknowledged wife. The imagination of the reader 
may supply the blank. Hope urged him to go — necessity 
compelled him. 

After his departure, Elizabeth di’ooped like an early lily 
beneath the influence of a returning frost. There were 
whisperings among the matrons and maidens of the neigh- 
bouring village. They who had formerly courted her so- 
ciety began to shun it; and even the rude clown, who 
lately stood abashed in her presence, approached her with 
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indecent familiarity. Tlie fatal whidpor first readied 
Andrew’s ear at a meeting of the kirk-session, of which 
he was a member. He returned home troubled in spirit, 
a miserable and a humbled man, for his daughter had 
been his pride. Poor Elizabeth confessed that she was 
married, and attempted to prove what she affirmed. 
But this afforded no palliation of her offence in the eyes 
of her rigid and offended father. 

“ Oh, what hae I been born to suffer % ” cried ho, 
stamping his feet upon the ground. “ O, you Witch o^ 
Endor ! — you Jezebel ! — you disgrace o’ kith and kin I 
Could naething — naething serve ye but breaking your 
puir auld faither’s heart ? Get out o’ my sicht ! — ^get 
out o’ my sicht ! ” - r 

He remained silent for a few moments — the parent 
arose in his heart — tears gathered in his eyes, 

“But ye are still my bairn,” he continued. Ghy 
Betty, Betty, woman! what hae ye brocht us to ?” 

Again lie was silent, and again proceeded — 

“ But I forgie ye, Betty 1 Yes, if naebody else will, your 
faither will forgie ye for your mother’s sake, for ye are a’ 
that I hae left o’ her. But we canna haud up our heads 
again in this pairt o’ the coimtry — that’s impossible, rvc 
lang thocht o’ gaun to America; and now I’m driven 
tilL’t.’ 

He parted with his farm, and in the ensuing spring pro- 
ceeded with his daughter to Canada. We shall not enter 
upon his fortunes in the 'New AVorld — he was still broken 
in spirit; and, after twelve years’ residence, he was neither 
richer nor happier than when he left Scotland. Elizabeth wa^ 
now a mother, and the smiles of her young son seemed to 
shorten the years of her exile; yet, ever as she returned his 
smile, the thought of the husband of her youth flashed back 
on her remembrance, and anguish and misery shot through 
her bosom as the eagle darteth on its prey. Her heart was 
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not broken : but it fell like a proud citadel, burying 
the determined garrison. 

Charles Lawson had not been in India many months, 
whenaparty of native troops attacking the property of his 
relative, Charles, who had fallen wounded amongst them, 
was carried by them in their retreat into the iiiteiior of 
the country, where, for several years, he was cut off from 
all intercourse or communication with his countrymen. 
On obtaining his liberty, he found that his kinsman had 
been for some time dead, and had left him his heir. His 
v^rife— his parents— doubt— anxiety— impatient affection- 
trembling hope— all hastened his return. At length the 
white cliffs of Albion appeared before him, like a fair cloud 
spread on the unruffled bosom of the ocean; and in a few 
days more the green hills of his childhood met his anxious 

eye. 

It was the grey hour of a summer night as he again ap- 
proached the roof that sheltered his childhood. His horse 
as if conscious of supporting an almost unconscious rider, 
stopped involuntarily at the threshold. He trembled upon 
the saddle as a leaf that mstles in the wind. He raised 
his hand to knock at the door, but again withdrew it. The 
inmates of the house, aroused by the sound of a horse stop- 
ping at the door, came out to inquire the cause. Charles 
gazed upon them for a moment — it was a look of agony and 
disappointment— his heart gave one convulsive throb, and 
the icy sweat burst from his temples. 

“ Does not — does not Mr Lawson live here ? ” he in- 
quired, almost gasping for words to convey the question. 

“Mr Lawson! Na, na, sir,” replied the senior of the 
group, “it’s lang since he gaed awa. Ye ken he gaed a’ 
wrang, puir man, and he’s no lived here since the hard 
winter, for they didna come upon this parish.” 

“Did not come upon this parish!” exclaimed Charles; 
“ heaven and earth ! what do you mean 1 ” 
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“Mean! what wad I mean,” answered the other, hilt 
just that they were removed to their ain pari?h ! Is them 
ony disgrace in that V* 

“ Oh, my father 1— my poor mother ! ” cried Charles, 
wildly. 

“Mercy, sir!” rejoined the astonished farmer, “are ye 
Maister Charles 'i Bairns ! haste ye, tak the horse to the 
stable. Losh, Charles, man, and how hae ye been? But 
ye dinna ken me, man; I’m your auld schulefellow, Bob 
Graham, and this is my wife, Mysie Allan — ^ye mind o’ 
Mysie ! Haste ye, Mysie lass, kill twa ducks, and the 
bairns and me will hool the peas. Really, Charles, man, 
I’m sae glad to see ye 1 ” 

During this harangue, Charles, led by his warmhearted 
friend, had entered the dwelling of his nativity; where Mr 
Graham again continued — 

“ Ye aiblins dinna ken that auld Andrew Weir was sae 
sair in the dorts when ye gaed awa, that he set aff wi’ 
Betty for America. But I hear they are comin hame again 
this back end. The bairn will be a stout callant noo, and 
faith ye maun marry Betty, for she was a mensefu lass.” 

Charles could only reply by exclaiming — 

“America! — my wife! — my child!” 

Having ascertained where he would find his parents, 
early on the following morning he departed, and about 
fi^m in the afternoon approached the village where he had 
been told they resided. When near the little burying-- 
ground, he stojDped to look upon the most melancholy 
funeral procession he had ever witnessed. The humble 
coffin was scarce coloured, and they who bore it seemed 
tired of their burden. Three or four aged and poor-looking 
people walked behind it. Scarce Avas it loAvered into the 
graAm, ere all deioarted saAm one, meanly clothed in Avidow’s 
Aveeds, and bent rather Avith the load of grief than of years. 
She alone lingered, Aveeping over the hastily-covered grave. 
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“ She seems poor,” said Charles, “ and if I cannot com- 
fort her, I may at least relieve her necessities;” and, fas- 
tening his horse to the gate, he entered the chm-chyard. 

She held an old handkerchief before her face, only re- 
moving it at intervals to steal a hurried glance at the new- 

made grave. 

“Good woman,” said Charles, as he approached her, 

“ your sorrows demand my sympathy — could I assist 

you?” . . . 

“No! no!” replied the poor widow, without raising her 

face; “ but I thank you for your kindness. Can the grave 
give up its dead 

“But why should you remain here?’* said he. with emo- 
tion; “ted me, could not I assist you?” And he placed a 
piece of money in her hand. 

“No! no!” cried the widow, bitterly, and raising her 
head; “oh, that IMary Lawson should have lived to be 
offered charity on her husband’s grave !” 

“ My mother ! Gracious heaven, my mother !” exclaimed 

Charles, casting his arms around her neck. 

Shall we describe the scene that followed ? We will not 

cannot. He had seen his father laid in the dust, he 

had met his mother on his father’s grave But we will 

not go on. 

It was some weeks after this that he proceeded with his 
widowed mother to his native village, to wait the return of 
Elizabeth. Nor had he to wait; for, on the day previous 
to his return, Elizabeth, her son, and her father, had ai- 
lived. Charles and his parent had reached Mr Graham’s 
the honest farmer rushed to the door, and, hm’rying both 
towards the house, exclaimed — 

“ Now, see if you can find onybody that ye ken here !” 
His Elizabeth — his wife— -his son — were there to meet 
him; the next moment she was upon his bosom, and her 
child clinging by her side, and gazing on hia face. He 
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nlt<?niatclj’ held both to his heart — tfie mother and Inr 
son. Andrew Weir took his band — his mother wept with 
jov, and blessed her children. Bob Graham and his Mysie 
were as happy as their guests. Charles lAwson bought the 
farm which Andrew Weir had formerly tenanted; and, our 
infurumut adds, they live on it still. 
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bon GAULTIER’S TALES. 

MRS HUMPHREY GREENAVOODS TEA-PARTY. 

Mrs Humphrey Greenwood was a stirring, 

Mrs touched the meridian of her 

iiatured sort ot perhO , and possessed, 

years; was mistress of a comfortable income, ana po , 

^ G 1 iRp r>rivile<'ed vivacity of a widow. Nobody save 
Withal, the privuee,ea , mnna^ed to keep such 

nicer tea-parties than she; nobody g 

a number of eligible bachelors . ’ diiun<' 

arrangements oHiei ti lends ac drawmg- 

dangerously-seductive sofas in her sn „ 

iTlas in that snug little drawing-room that Mr Simon 
Silkv first saw the futnre Mrs Simon; it was on one of thosi 

»l,ich procmoa Mm o tatter half, and a com 
for taL settlement for life for Miss J emima Linton. 

Miss Jemima Linton was still in that , 

between girl and woman hood, at which yo^g ladie^g^.g 

a great deal, and seem to be always “ “ 

Simon Silky first met her. She was fair m complexioi 
with Ught hair and blue eyes; her face, in short, had a 

the delicacy of a wax doll, and nearly as ®^P^®= 

She could say “ yes, sir !” and “ no, sir ! at the p ^ei 
tervals in the conrse of a Ute-h-tHe conversation, and, win 

warmed a little into famUiarity and ease, could even h 

lAi, fn t.hfl weather, witho 
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changing colour above twice in the course of it. In a 
she was one of those excessively bashful and retiring young 
ladies, who always look as if they thought a man was going 
to make violent love to them, and who, if your conversation 
happen to diverge from the beaten track of the smallest of 
small talk, take fright, and are off as fast as possible to 
whisper to some of their companions, “ La I what a strange 
man that is ! ” 

This was the very kind of person for Mr Simon Snky, 
who was a bit of a sentimentalist in his way. When he 
met Miss Jemima Linton, the fair ideal on whom his fancy 
had often dwelt seemed to be realised. He came, he saw, 
and was conquered. 

On entering Mrs Greenwood’s drawing-room, one evening 
that he had been invited there to meet “ a few friends in 
an easy way,” having arrived rather late, he found the party 
already assembled. The fire blazed cheerfully out upon a 
bevy of tittering misses, who were seated on either side of 
it, whispering to each other in a timid and confidential tone, 
with here and there a young man amongst them making 
convulsive efforts to render himself amusing, while two or 
three putty-faced juniors, with very white shirt-collars, and 
very brightly-polished pumps — who had been called in to 
stop gaps in quadrilles, and render themselves otherwise 
useful — sat in the backgToimd, for the most part two on a 
chair, and speculating how many of the cakes that glistened 
on the table they might appropriate to themselves with any 
degree of decency. Mrs Humphrey Greenwood, the pre- 
siding divinity of this motley gathering, vulgarly yclept a 
‘‘cookie-shine,” was planted behind a brightly-burnished 
brass urn of liberal dimension, that hissed loudly on the 
table. 

“ Mr Simon,” she exclaimed, advancing from her post 
of houoiu — “ Mr Simon Silky, I’m so glad to see you; I 
really thought you had been going to desert us.” 
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Our hero blustered out some inarticulate apology, to 
which his hostess of course paid no attention, but hurrie 

on into the work of introduction. 

“Mr Silky, Miss Silliman, Miss Gingerly, Miss ^rbaia 
Silliman, Miss Eggemon, Miss Jemima Linton; ^ 
know all the rest. Mr Scratcherd, you know Mr Silky. 

Mr Scratcherd grinned an assent. “Mr Silky, Mr Slap emup. 
You’ll find a seat for yourself somewhere. Try if some o 
the ladies will have pity, and take you in among thenn 
All this time, IMr Silky was engaged in distributing a 
comprehensive bow to everybody about him— an ordeal 
which, in any circumstances, to a nervous man like Inna, 
was no joke. But his agitation had the finishing touch 
given it by Mrs Greenwood's facetious observation as to the 
ladies taking him in among them. The blood rue^hed to his 
temples, and he subsided into a vacant chair, with a re- 
mark, directed to nobody in particular, as to how very 
warm the room was. Attention having been once drawn 
to this interesting fact, it became the topic of conversation 
for some five minutes, which gave Mr Simon Silky time 
to cool doivn, and to look about him a little. In the course 
of his survey, his eyes alighted on Miss Jemima Linton, 
who just at that moment happened to be scrutinising his 
outward man. Their eyes met; a glance of quick intelli- 
gence passed between them. Tlie lady lowered hers, blush- 
ing tliem as she did so; and the enraptured Simon 

muttered to himself, “What charming confusion!” He 
felt a novel sensation gathering about his heart. Could it 
be love i At first sight, too. Many deny it, but we say 

that all genuine love is at first sight. 

“ He never loved, who loved not at first sight. 

Mr Simon Silky was a reader of the Beauties of Shak- 
perc. This line took possession of his head, and he mused 
and looked, looked and mused, till he was roused from his 
reverie by l^Irs Greenwood calling upon him to assist in 
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handing round the “ cups which cheer hiit not inehiia^if^ 
He started up, with a very vague notion of what he wa»4o 
be about, and grasping a tea-cup, which his hostess 
formed him was Miss Jemima Linton’s, in one hand, and 4 
plate of cheesecakes in the other, he stumbled up to the lady^ 
and consigning the cakes to her outstretched hand, held out 
the tea-cup to Miss Eggemon, who sat next, inquiring if she 
would please to be helped to a little cake. Miss Eggemon 
tittered, and exclaimed, 

‘‘ Well, I never !” 

“ Gracious ! the like of that, you know ! ” simpered Miss 
Silliman, burying her face in Miss Eggemon’s neck. 

“How very absurd!” sneered Miss Gingerly, who was 
verging to old-maidishness, and had a temper in which 
vinegar was the principal ingredient. 

“ Bless me, Mr Silky! what are you about?” cried Mrs 


Greenwood. 

“Oh — why— yes — no — I see — beg pardon — dear me!” 
stammered poor Silky, reddening like an enraged turkey- 
cock, as he handed Miss Linton the cup, out of which the 
gi'eater part of its contents had by this time been shaken, 
and seizing the dish of cakes with a sudden jerk, deposited 
one-half of them in the lady’s lap, and the other half on the 

carpet. 

“Tell me, where is fancy bread?” said Mr Horatio 
Slap’emup, who was a wit in his own small way, pointing 
to the cakes, which our hero was endeavouring to bring to- 
gether again from the different corners into which they had 
wandered. A general laugh gi’eeted him on every side as 
he rose from his knees covered with confusion. He looked 
at the fair Jemima as he did so. There was not the ves- 
tige of a smile on her face. “ Good kind soul ! she does not 
join in the vulgar mirth of these unfeeling creatures!^ 
thought the unhappy Silky. “ She pities me, and pity is 
akin to love.” It did not strike him that there might be 
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another reason for her gravity. The spilled tea and greasy 
cheesecake had spoiled her white musliu dress in-emediably, 
for that night at least— a circumstance calculated certainly 
to make any young lady melancholy enough; but this never 

entered the brain of Mr Simon Silky. Happy man ! 

Where ignorsince is hliss, *tis folly to he wise. 

With some difficulty he regained his chair, after stum- 
bling over a footstool, and crushing the tail of a King 
Charles cocker, that was snorting on the hearthrug in all 
the oflensiveness of canine obesity. His distress was at its 

climax. „ 

“When sorrows come, they come not single spies, hut in hattalious, 

til ought he, recurring once more to the Beauties of Shak- 
sjicre. His ears felt as if they had been newly scalded, and 
objects floated in hazy confusion before his eyes. He com- 
menced sipping his tea with desperate energy, wishing for 
a moment that it had been so much prussic acid. The 
patter of many voices sounded in his ears. They must be 
talking of him, “ for they laughed consumedly;” and that 
confounded Slap’cmup was obviously getting up a reputa- 
tion for wit by cutting minute jokes at his expense. 

“You’ve been at the Exhibition, Mr Silky,” said Mrs 
Greenwood, recalling him from the state of mental imbe- 
cility into which he was fast sinking. 

“ The Exhibition, you said, ma’am ! Yes, yes, certainly, 
the Exhibition. Oh yes !” rejoined Mr Silky, struggling to 
concentrate his scattered faculties. 

“Well, what is your opinion about the portrait?” con- 
tinued his hostess. 

“Portrait, really— which of them— there’s so many?” 
“Why, Mr Silky, what has come over you to-night? The 
ladies have been like to pull each other to pieces, for the 
last five minutes, about the portrait of an officer a little to 
the left of the door of the first room; and, I declare, you 
have not heard a word that has been going. Pretty doings, 
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Mr Simon; and who, may I ask, is the happy lady that Id 
engrosses your thoughts 1” 

“ Oh, Mrs Greenwood !” 

“Well, well, then, if it’s a secret, I won’t press it! Bat 
what is your opinion of the portrait? Miss Barbara SiUi- 
man here maintains it is beauty in the abstract.” 

“ Oh he’s quite a love of a man !” broke in Miss Barbara, 
in a rapture of affectation; whereat Miss Gingerly appeared 
mightily shocked, and pursed up her mouth .till it looked like 
a parched apple. , 

“ But Miss Linton, on the contrary, says she thinks it 
rather plain for a military man. Now, we want your deci- 
sion on this knotty point.” 

“ Oh, why, really — a portrait of an officer, I tliink j'ou 
said. Fair complexion, flaxen ringlets, and light blue eyes 
— beautiful, indeed! That is to say — I don’t know; but” 
— and here poor Silky looked hopelessly about for an idea 
• — “upon the whole, I think I declare for Miss Linton.” 

“Well, really, Mr Simon, that is coming to the point. 
Jemima, my dear, do you hear what ISIr Silky says? De- 
clares for you already! Upon my word, a fair proposal!” 
said Mrs Greenwood, catching up the allusion, and looking 
excessively matronly and significant. 

“ Fair complexion, flaxen ringlets, light blue eyes !” broke 
in Miss Barbara Silliman, with that delicate spitcfulness to 
which young ladies are subject, when they suspect any ot 
their rivals of having produced an imi)rcssion on one of the 
male creatures. “ A pretty ofliccr, indeed ! It’s you, Miss 
Linton, that Mr Silky means. Quite a conquest, I declare.” 
Having said this for the benefit of the company, she mur- 
mured to herself, “ I wonder at the man s taste. A gawk^ 
minx ! 

If Mr Silky felt uncomfortable IxTore, he was now reduced 
to the lowest pitch of personal misery. He tried to smile, 
as if he took the thing as a good joke; but the contortions 
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of his visage were galvanic. Everybody, he was sure, wM 
looking at him, and he stammered out some inarticulate 
words by way of extricating himself from his awkward 
position. What they were he knew not; but they only 
aeemed to have made matters worse; for another titter ran 
round the circle, and showers of badinage assailed 
every side. Mr Simon Silky began to speculate whether 
sitting on the points of a score of red-hot toasting-forks could 

be worse than his present torment. ^ 

He was pursuing this agreeable train of reflection, when 

the removal of the table to a comer of the room, and a gene- 
ral commotion, occasioned by the pushing back of sofas, and 
the laying away of chairs, made him aware that dancing was 
about to commence. The men, as they always do on these 
occasions, clustered together near the door, pulling on gloves 
— sucl. of them as had them-and talking very thick and 


fa.st about nothing at alL 

“ Miss Gingerly, may I ask you to give the young folks a 
set of quadrilles ?” inquired Mrs Greenwood. 

“ Certainly — with a great deal of pleasure, coldly le- 
gponded Miss Gingerly, blowing her nose with the end of 
her pocket - handkerchief, which she extracted partially 
from her black satin bag for the purpose, and feeling par- 
ticularly venomous at being cut out of the dance, and her 
very, very faint chance of captivating a paitner theiein. 

“ Oh, thank you,” said Miss Eggemon, laying her hands 
affectionately on Miss Gingerly’s wrists. ^ “You play quad- 
rilles so nicely.” And then turning to Miss J emima Linton, 
Miss Eggemon whispered, confidentially. Such a plaj^er 
you never heard. Not three bars in time. How pro\oking 
Mrs Greenwood should ask her to play. Just listen, did 

you ever hear the like of that ? ” 

Miss Gingerly had laid her black satin bag on the piano, 
drawn herself up with all the frosty-faced dignity of waning 
maidenhood, and was performing a prelude before commenc- 
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ing operations, which was chiefly remarkable for its ingenioiifl 
flights from key to key, and bewildering accumulation of 
false concords. 

“ Gentlemen, find partners for yourselves,” said the lively 
Mrs Greenwood; and the gentlemen, after looking at one 
another, disentangled themselves from the knot into which 
they were gathered, and, shufiling up each to the lady that 
pleased his fancy, solicited the honour of her hand. The 
couples had taken their places, and Miss Gingerly was 
dashing away into the heart of the ‘‘ Highland Laddie, 
when it was discovered that there was still a couple awant- 

ing. 

“ Mr Silky, you dance?” said all the men at once to that 
gentleman, who was sitting pensively in a corner. 

‘‘Oh, really 1” replied Silky, smiling a sickly smile, and 
making vague protestations of inability. 

“Not dance!” said the vivacious Mr Slap’emup. “Fie 
on you !— oh, fie 1 And Miss Linton looking at you there, 
like Eve on the eve of Paradise, as if 

* She would be woo’d, and not unsought be won.’” 

There was nothing for it but that Silky should make up 
to Miss Jemima, and lead her out to dance. Tliis he did 
among the nods, and winks, and whispers of all present; and 
by the time he got into his place in the quadrille, he did 
not very well know which end of him was uppermost. 
Away rattled Miss Gingerly at the “ Highland Laddie,’ 
and away bounced the dancers through the mazes of the 
fio'ure Dancing a quadrille is with some people no trifling 
nratter, and Mr Simon Silky was one of these. He bent to 
it all the energies of his not over-powerful mind; and, 
while it lasted, beyond a passing word or two, he had no 
conversation to bestow upon his partner. It was amusing 
to see with what earnestness he watched the movements of 
those who preceded him, and, when his own turn cam^ the 
exhibition he made would have made a Timor gidn. Fu'st, 
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he threw out his arms to steady himself, and then jeiking 
forward his right foot, brought himself suddenly into the 
centre of the floor, where he began throwing his legs con- 
fusedly about, till they seemed to be involved in hopeless 
entanglement. All the time he kept his eyes fixed anxiously 
upon his shoe-ties. It was obviously a critical afiair with 
him to preserve his equipoise, and each time that he got 
back safely to his place, a sigh broke from him, as if a 
great burden had liecn taken off his mind, and he wiped 
the sweat away that glistered in heavy beads upon his 
brow. At length the quadrille ended. Mr Silky thanked 
licavcn; and, leading the fair Jemima to a seat, planted 
himself at her side, and manfully eudeavomed to open up a 
conversation with her. 

IJancc succeeded dance, and by degrees the elements of 
the party got tolerably 'svell interfused. Pooi Miss Gin- 
gerly wrought away at her everlasting set of Scotch (Quad- 
rilles, and nobody ever volunteered to relieve her of her 
task, “ she played so well."’ At intervals some of the young 
ladies (Quivered through a fashionable ballad, and occasion- 
ally an attempt was made to get up one of those melancholy 
chants, which, by some strange misnomer, pass current in 
society for glees. In these, Mr Scratcherd, who sang bass, 
distinguished himself so signally, that loud calls were made 
upon him for a song, and Mr Scratcherd, after a little pre- 
liminary modesty, yielded to the call. He then began 
raving about an Old Oak Tree, and groaned up and down 
the scale, till his voice became lost in the bottom of his 
neckcloth. Serious fears were entertained whether he 
would be able to get it up again, but these happily turned 
out to be unfounded. Again his voice mounted to its 
natural level, and after rolling about for some time, “ grat- 
ing harsh discord,” wore itself out in a cadence of con- 
fused gutturals. “Bravo, bravo,” cried the men. “A 
very fine (Quality of bass,” exclaimed his friend. Slap emup, 
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who affected to he a judge; and Mr Scratcherd blew his 
nose, and fell hack in his chair in a state of great personal 
satisfaction. 

With a thoughtful regard for the comforts of her guests, 
Mrs Greenwood had, early in the evening, thrown open her 
httle hack drawing-room, in which were placed abundance 
of refreshments, to sustain them through the fatigues of 
dancing and conversation. By a succession of visits to this 
room, Mr Simon Silky had succeeded in giving firmness to 
his nerves. He was gradually becoming less and less bash- 
ful. There must have been something bracing about the 
atmosphere of the apartments, for to this, and not to the 
bottle of port, to which he was observed to have frequent 
recourse, must be attributed that jauntiness of step and slip 
shod volubility of tongue which he now displayed. He 
danced every dance, and for the most part with Miss Jemima 
for his partner. What though his uncouth gestures pro- 
voked a smile, and his assiduities to the young lady were 
commented on at every hand. He cared not. His spirit 
was in the third heaven of exaltation, and the whole world 


might go hang for him. , , i, 

“ Miss Linton,” he exclaimed, seizing her hand fervently 

-they were seated on a sofa in the back drawing-room, 
while the others were laboming through a country-dance 
in the front—" Miss Linton, hear me for a moment. Let 
me use this opportunity of stating what I have long felt- 
what I now feel— what I shall always feel. _ And again Mi 
Silky pressed her hand tenderly in both of his. 

“Oh sir!” timidly responded the lady. 

“Yes, adorable Jemima! I can no longer repress my 
emotion. You see before you a victim to your oharnis. Ihc 
moment I beheld you, I don’t know how it was, but my 
heart thrilled with a transport delightful as it was new. 
felt— I felt— in short, I felt as I never felt before. My senses 
forsook me, and I said and did I know not what. These 
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Boulless creatures treated my confusion with ridicule j but, 
in youi- eyes, methought I could read pity, compassion, com- 
miseration, sympathy. Say, was I right, or was I misled 
by the fond delusions of my own passion*?” 

“Oh, sir!” again exclaimed the bewildered Jemima. 

“ That look ! I was not then deceived. Oh extend that 
pity into love ! I lay myself and my fortune at your feet.” 
And here Mr Simon Silky slipped off the sofa and down 
upon his knees, overcome partly with love and partly with 
intoxication. “ Dearest Jemima ! say only that you will be 
mine?” 

“ Oh, sir 1 ” once more sighed the blushing maiden, drop- 
ping her head upon the shoulder of her suitor, who ac- 
knowledged the movement by snatching a kiss from her 
pouting lips. 

“ Ods ! that came twangingly off. I’m afraid we’re like 
to spoil sport here,” exclaimed Mr Slap’emup, who at this 
moment entered the room, with Miss Gingerly on his arm. 

“Gracious! how very improper!” cried Miss Gingerly, 
wishing from the depth of her soul that it had only been 
her own case. 

“What’s improper, ma’am?” retorted Silky, turning to 
licr a look of drunken gravity, and endeavouring, with no 
little difficulty, to get on his legs again. “ If I choose to 
kiss this young lady, or this young lady chooses to kiss me, 
that’s no business of yours, I suppose % ‘ Have not saints 

lips, and holy palmers, too?’ as the divine Shakspere says; 
and what are lips for, I should like to know, if not to 
kiss? Don’t frown at me. Miss Graveairs. I’m a man — a 
man, ma’am, and I shall do just as I idease. Shan’t I, Je- 
mima, dear?” 

He turned for an answer to his appeal; but the young 
lady had left the room. 

“Jemima, I say,” continued Silky, getting more and more 
overcome. He looked around the room; and, finding no 
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trace of tlie lady, began chanting in a lackadaisical 
tone — 

^ And has she then fail’d in her truth. 

The beautiful maid I adore 1’ 

But I don’t care that for her!” And he tried to snap his 
fingers; bur failed in the attempt. “ It’s an ungrateful world 
— a vile world.” 

“ Oh, gracious me ! let me away,” exclaimed Miss Gin- 
gerly, in alarm. “ He’s certainly tipsy.” 

“ Tipsy— tipsy ! Who’s tipsy? Let me see her. Woman, 
woman, to get yourself into such a state! I’m ashamed 
of you; I am indeed. But it’s the weakness of the sex. 

‘ Frailty, thy name is woman ! ’ ’* 

This apostrophe was addressed to some visionary female 
that flitted before Mr SiU^y’s mental optics, and whom he 
followed, with his hands groping before him, with the voice 
and gestm’e of Mr Charles Kean pursuing the airdrawn 
dagger in the character of Macbeth. “Laugh away; its 
very amusing, isn't itl ISTero fiddled while Home was Durn- 
ing; but I know better.” 

“ Mr Silky, you’ll better go home,” said Mrs Greenwood, 
who, with the remainder of the party, had by this time en- 
tered the room. 

“ Home 1 exactly so. I am at home, my charmer— per- 
fectly at home; and you’re at home; we’re all at home. But 
no more wine, Mrs Greenwood; temperance and teetotalism 
for ever. ’We are beset with temptations in this wicked 
world— temptations, I say— Jemima, you’re an angel! It 
is as much as a man can do to preserve his uprightness.” 
And, in proof that it was more than he could, down rolled 
our hero on the floor, in a profound stupor. 

Carry IVIaster Silence to bed, remarked the ingenious 
Slap’cmup, highly tickled with the catastrophe that had be- 
fallen the too — too bashful Silky. 

A coach was procured, and he was conveyed to his lodg- 
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ings, wlicrc tli6 sun found liini in l)Gd a-t noon noxt day. 
His Weams had been of the most ghastly kind. He had 
fancied himself compelled, by a fiend, to swallow huge gob- 
lets of port wine, strongly adulterated with brimstone, and 
dragged about by a fury, who held his neck within a halter. 
The fiend was Slap’ emup— the fury, Lliss Jemima Linton. 
He started from his dream, and with his hand pressed 
against his aching head, fell to adjusting the confused re- 
miniscences of the previous evening s proceedings. He re- 
membered nothing but that he had proposed for the hand 
of some 3 ’oung lady or other, and had been accepted. AVell 
for him it was that memory went no farther, or he would 
never have found courage to visit Mrs Greenwood again. 
That he did visit her again, however, may be inferred from 
an announcement which the newspapers, not many weeks 
after, gave to the j)ublic: — 

“ Married at Edinburgh, on the 6th instant, Mr. 
Simon Silky to Miss Jemima Linton.’’ 



230 


TALES OP THE BOKDERS. 


THE KEOLUSE OF THE HEBRIDES. 

“Still caring, despairing. 

Must be my bitter doom; 

My woes here shall close ne’er 

JBut with the closing tomb.” — Burns. 

I RESIDED some years ago iu tlie Island of Tyree, wliich is 
one of the most western of the Hebrides; and, in the course 
of my business, had often occasion to cross by the base of 
Ben Ohinevarah, whose rugged and sterile appearance im- 
presses the mind with a sickening sadness. The narrow 
footpath sometimes dives into the deep and sullen gloom of 
the mountain glen, whose silence is unbroken, save by the 
torrent’s red rush, and again winds along the edge of the 
steep precipice, among the loose rocks that have been huilcd 
from their beds aloft by the giant efforts of time, wlieic 
the least false step would precipitate the unwary travellei 
into the abyss below. There no cheering sound of mirth 
was ever heard, the blithe whistle of the ploughman never 
swelled upon its echoes, nor often did the reaper s song dis- 
turb its gloomy silence. Tlie ear is assailed, on the one 
hand, by the discordant and dismal notes of the screech- 
owl; and, on the other, by the angry roar of the waves that 
beat, with ceaseless lash, the broken shore. A small hut 
now and then bursts upon the view, raising its lowly roof 
beneath the shelter of the mountain rock, and adds to the 
cheerlessness of the scene. One of those small cottages 
often attracted my notice, by its external neatness, and the 
laborious industry by which a small garden had been formed 
j'l W (f* Miul bv dearccs I ingratiated myself 
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into the good graces of its owner, who, I found, by his 
knowledge and conversation, was of a different cast from 
the dwellers around him. I knew by his accent that he 
was a foreigner^ and, feeling an inteiest in him, I often en 
deavoured to gain some account from him of the early part 
of his life; but when the subject was hinted at, he at once 
changed the conversation. 

Having occasion last summer to spend some days at the 
house of a friend in Argjdeshire, I availed myself of this 
opportunity to visit my old acquaintance at Tyree. I 
found him stretched on the bed of sickness, and fast verg- 
ing towards his end. hen last I had seen him, his ap- 
]>carance, though infirm, evinced but few signs of physical 
decay; and, though the storms of scores of winters had 
blown over him, still his eye sparkled with animation, and 
lus raven locks retained the fresh and jetty colour of the 
native of “Italia’s sunny clime.” But now, how changed 
the appearance ! His ejxballs were dim, deep sunken in 
their sockets; a few scattered grey hairs waved carelessly 
over his finely -arched eyebrows; and his forehead and 
cheeks were deeply furrowed with the traces of sickness 
and secret wo. When I entered the lowly dwelling, he 
raised his lacklustre eyes, and stretched forth his hand to 
meet my grasp. 

“ And is Heaven yet so kind,” said he, raising his wasted 
hand in thanks to the Disposer of all good, “as to send one 
pitying friend to soothe my dreary and departing moments? 
Ah, sir, the hand of the grim tyrant is laid heavily upon 
me, and I must soon appear in the presence of an offended 
Deity. If you knew how awful are the feelings of a mind 
loaded with iniquity, of a soul immersed in guilt, when the 
last moment is approaching that separates us from morta- 
lity, and the misdeeds of a wicked life stand in gliastly 
array, adding stings to an already scared conscience, you 
would shrink at what you now deem the gay dreams oi 
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youtliful frailty, and shun the delusive and seducing snares 
of a wi'etched world.” 

Pointing to a block of wood alongside his pallet bed, he 
desired me to be seated, and, after drying the tear of sorrow 
from his swollen eye, he thus proceeded: — 

“ Often, in those moments when the sweet beams of 
health were mine, have you desired a recital of the events 
of my past life; but a feeling of shame withheld me from 
the task. Now, when I have nothing to fear but death and 
the dread hereafter, if you will have the patience to hear 
me, I will briefly unfold to you the causes which reduced 
me from a state of affluence, to become a fugitive amid the 
rugged rocks and the inclement skies of a foreign land. ’ 

I assented, and he went on with his story. 

'‘My name.” said he, ‘‘in the more fortunate years of 
my life, was Alphonso; and the city of Venice gave me 
birth. I was the only child of an opulent citizen, and need 
scarcely inform you that no restraint was laid upon my in- 
clinations when a child; and the dawn of manhood beheld 
me plunged amid every intemperance which that luxmious 
city then afforded. Money was plentifully supplied me by 
my parents to support my extravagances; and I sought after 
happiness among the rounds of pleasure and the gay circles 
of society; but I only met with desires ungratified, hopes 
often frustrated, and wishes never satisfied. I had a friend, 
lie was called Theodore. I loved him as dearly as a selfish 
being like myself could lc»Ye any one. He shared in all my 
pleasures. 

“An amorous, jealous, and revengeful disposition is com- 
monly laid to the share of the Italians; and, with sorrow I 
confess, that formed the principal ingredient of my cha- 
racter. I had reached my twentieth year of thoughtlessness 
and Mly, when, one night at the opera, a young lady in an 
opposite box attracted my attention; and my eyes were in- 
sensibly riveted upon the beauteous figure. I need not tell 
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you that she was beautiful- she was loveliness itself. I 
will not trespass on your time in describing the new and 
pleasing sensations that arose in my bosom; you have trod 
the magic paths of pleasure, and bowed to the charms of 

beauty: they are not unknown to you. 

“I felt that all my libertine pursuits had only been the 
shadows of pleasure; and from that moment I determined 
to abandon them, and fix my love on her alone. We be- 
came acquainted, and I found that she was as woithy of 
the purest love as my fond wishes desired. She was the 
only child of Count Rudolpho; and, for the space of three 
months, I was a constant visiter at her father’s palazzo. In 
due time I pleaded the force of my love. But what were 
the sensations of my soul, when the tear started from her 
eye of beauty, and the dreadful sentence burst upon my 
cfir— ‘ I am the bride of Theodore !’ 

“ I burst from her presence with a palpitating heart, and 
returned homewards, agitated by the conflicting passions of 
despair and revenge. I drew my sword from its sheath, 
and promised the blood of Theodore, of the friend of my 
bosom, to its point. The steel trembled in my grasp as 
the vow fell from my lips, and my heart recoiled at the 
idea of shedding blood; but the still small voice was an 
uncfiual match wdth the baneful principles of a corrupted 
soul.” 

The recluse stopped, and the loud sobs of sorrow and re- 
pentance alone burst upon the gloomy silence of the scene. 
The hectic flush of fever played and wantoned across his 
pallid features, as if it seemed to exult in the wealcness of 
mortality, and delight in the loveliness of its own soul- 
loathed ravages. The tears dropped large and plentiful 
from his eyes, and his spirit seemed bended and broken 
with the racking remembrance. I bent over the wasted 
form of the wretched penitent, and while I poured the 
voice of comfort in his ear, and wiped the tears from his 
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eyes, his soul resumed its wonted firmness, and even a 
smile beamed upon his blanched lips, as he grasped my 
hand, and pressed it to his bosom in silence, and with 
thankfulness. 

“ Behold ! ” said he, drawing an old sword from beneath 
the side of his miserable straw pallet — behold this steel, 
red-rusted with the blood of Theodore, from which the bit- 
ter tears of sixty long winters have been unable to efface 
the stain. Pardon the feelings of an infirm old man. My 
soul weeps blood at the remembrance. 

“ I pitched upon the bridal eve of Theodore for that of 
his death, and the seizure of his bride; and hired the leader 
of a band of ruffians to assist me in the scheme. The fatal 
night, so big with horror, at last arrived. The sun sank 
sullenly into the shades of the west, and his departing 
gleams glanced redly and angrily upon me. The raven 
wings of early night fell upon Venice; and I stepped into 
my gondola, with my hired followers. We set forward 
upon our errand. The palazzo of Count Albert was soon 
gained. Busy nature waxed calm and hushed ; the artisan 
had retired to the sweets of his lowly but happy cottage; 
the convent-bell had tolled, solemn and slow’, the vesper 
knell; and then 

^ Uprose the yellow moon/ 

silvering the rippling waters of the canals, and glancing its 
beams upon the glittering palaces of Venice. It was a 
lovely night; but my soul ill brooked the calm grandeur of 
the scene. 

“ By the treachery of a servant, my comrades were ad- 
mitted into Count Rudolpho’s grounds, whilst I attended 
the nuptial rites with the well-dissembled face of friendship. 
Joy was dancing in every eye but mine. My hand trembled 
at times on the hilt of my poniard, and I awaited the 
favourable moment wdth a degree of impatience bordering 
on frenzy. Many a fair maid was there, tripping amid the 
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joyous throng, whose beauly might have warmed the frigid 
heart of an anchorite; but my eyes and mind were upon the 
dear, dear Violetta: she was lovelier than ever, but— she was 
the spouse of Theodore. 

“ The garden of the count was remarkably beautiful, and 
the trees in it had been grandly festooned with variegated 
lamps on the present occasion. The night was pleasant and 
calm, and the youthful couple retired from the crowded 
saloon to the garden for a few minutes, to enjoy the fresh- 
ness of nature. I silently followed, unperceived, till they 
seated themselves in an arbour, whose beauty was unworthy 
of a villain’s tread. Then suddenly I presented myself at 
the entrance; and the unsuspicious Theodore rose to em- 
brace me. How shall I give utterance to the rest? My 
friend rose to embrace me; and I di'ewmy poniard, and was 
about to plunge it into his bosom, when Violetta, whose 
attention this action had not escaped, rushed between us, 
to stay my hand. Horror! her heart received the blow I 
had intended for her husband. She uttered a piercing cry, 
and fell, a bleeding corpse, at my feet. 

“ The sound attracted the attention of my ruffianly asso- 
ciates, who were ready at hand to carry off the bride, and 
they hurried to the spot. Theodore, at first surprised and 
terror-stricken, now roused himself to energy. With the 
fury of a maniac, he rushed upon me, and felled me sense- 
less to the earth. How long I lay in this situation I know 
not; but when my senses returned, the palazzo was in flames, 
and the clashing of swords and the groans of the wounded 
sounded horribly in my ears. And this was my doing. I 
had been the means of introducing into Count Rudolpho s 
grounds a band of desperadoes, to whom bloodshed was fa- 
miliar; and I doubted not that they were at their work of 
blood and rapine. I repented of the deed, but it was too 
late. 

“The mui'dered Violetta lay on the ground at a short 
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distance from me; tlie moonbeams played full upon her 
ghastly and distorted features; and her robes, her bridal 
robes, were deeply stained with blood. Her pulse had long 
since ceased to beat, and she felt cold to the touch. Re- 
solved that no profane hand should consign to the earth her 
blessed remains, I threw the body across my shoulder, and 
fied with it from the garden. I felt not the weight of the 
burden, for excitement made me ‘hardy as the N^mean 
lion’s nerve.’ I soon reached the canal, leaped into my 
gondola with my precious bui'den, and, shortly afterwards, 
gained my father’s palace. Ere the moon set, I had dug a 
deep grave in his garden, in which I buried her on whom I 
had doated, bedewing the earth with my tears as I pro- 
ceeded in my work. 

“It was at length completed; and, with the morning’s 
dawn, I fled from Venice. Despair added wings to my 
flight, and the land of France received me in her fostering 
arms. I have, since that time, wandered in many a clime, 
to wear away m}^ grief, but in vain. I have fought imder 
the banner of your king; and, though my arm was never 
palsied in the day of battle, death has been denied me. I 
now lie here, aged and forlorn. The hand of death is heavy 
on me, and chilly tremors are creeping over my exhausted 
flame. The just decrees of God have denied me even a 
friend to close my weary eyes; and my dust must mingle 
with the dust of strangers, far, far from the sepulchre of my 
fathers, and the home of my childhood.” 

After a short pause, the Recluse continued— 

“ Here, sir,” said he, “ take this sword — it has been the 
constant companion of my travels— its blade is unsullied 
by ignoble blood; and when you look upon it, after the 
grave receives the wretched Alphonso, it may convey a 
lesson that volumes could not inculcate.” 

I received the sword from his hand, which was trembling 
and cold. He turned his face from me ; and before I had 
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time to speak, a deep groan announced his departure 
to the mansions of another world. I called the in- 
mates of the adjoining cottage, who took charge of the 
body • and I left the spot with a feeling which words 
cannot express, but which will be understood by those 
who look with the eye of pity upon the errors of a 
fellow-mortal. 
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ELLEK ARUNDEL. 

Ellen Aritndel was the only daughter of an oflScer in the 
British service, who, with his sword for his patrimony, had 
entered early into the profession of arms as the means of 
maintenance; and he had, accordingly, pursued it with that 
enthusiastic spirit of honour which is dictated by the consi- 
derations of family pride, the hope of fame, the dread of dis- 
grace, and the most ardent love of glory. 

The utmost height, however, to which he had risen, when 
he committed the folly of matrimony, by uniting his destiny 
to that of the portionless daughter of a venerable, respect- 
able, unbeneficed clergyman, was that of a lieutenant in a 
foot regiment. By dint of careful management on the part 
of his wife, they contrived to live happily together, nor did 
the increase of their family— for Ellen made her appearance 
within the first year after their marriage— add to their diffi- 
culties. 

In the care and superintendence of their darling daugh- 
ter, did their years roll on in humble content. If they 
heaved a sigh, it was for their Ellens future welfare; if 
they breathed a wish, it was to see her placed in a situation 
which might guard her against the attacks of poverty, and 
the designs of iniquity. From the former, they were aware, 
locality and accomplishments would prove no shield, and 
they trembled when they reflected that they might prove 
the most powerful incitement to the latter, dhe sweets 
of life are not to be enjoyed without its accompanying em- 
bitterments. The regiment in which INIr Arundel served 
received orders to embark for America, in transpoits aliead^ 
prepared for the reception of the British forces. On th( 
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communication of this inteUigence, so subversive of their 
little plans of economy and felicity, Mrs Arundel earnestly 
entreated that she and Ellen might be the companions of 
his voj^age. For awhile Mr Arundel would not consent to 
this, from a fear of incurring expense which they were 
imable to support; but all the difficulties which the nar- 
rowness of their finances suggested were obviated by a 
thousand little arrangements, the ingenious devices of 
love; and the command of a company, which was con- 
ferred upon him before the embarkation, relieved them 
from their anxiety. 

Few events happened, either dming their voyage, or on 
their arrival at Boston, except that the assiduities of a 
young officer of another regiment, who accompanied them 
in the transport, seemed to have made some impression on 
the heart of Ellen Arundel. She listened to his tales of 
love, with the full sanction of her parents, and sighed out 
the confession that his passion was returned. Mr Mere- 
dith was formed on the model which Captain Arundel had, 
in idea, fixed on for the husband of his Ellen. To the qua- 
lifications of a soldier, he added those which most highly 
adorn i:)rivate life; nor was his income limited, for he was 
the only son of a gentleman of fortune. But both Captain 
Arundel and Mr Meredith were too regardful of decency 
and propriety to hasten an event of so much importance, 
till the father of the young gentleman had been made ac- 
quainted with the attachment; and letters from Captain 
Arundel and the lover were, accordingly, prepared, for the 
purpose of being despatched to Europe by the first ship that 
should sail. 

But alas ! these precautions were soon rendered unneces- 
sary, by events which dissolved the bonds of affection. On 
that day when the attack of Bunker’s Hill occasioned a car- 
nage which thinned the British ranks. Captain Arundel and 
lilr LIcredith stood foremost in the bloody contest. Accident 
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had placed them in the same brigade: they fought and fell 
together. The body of the young officer was carried off by 
the Americans; and the mortally-wounded captain conveyed 
to the habitation of his wretched wife and daughter, where, 
shortly afterwards, he expired. 

The keen and piercing anguish felt by Ellen and her mo- 
ther, in consequence of this sorrowful event, had changed 
to silent and corroding melancholy, when they embarked for 
their native land, after having received every attention which 
the governor and garrison could offer as a tribute to the 
memory of the deceased. On their arrival in Britain, a pen- 
sion was granted to Mrs Arundel, which, in the event of her 
death, was to be continued to her daughter; and with this 
they retired to a small village northward of the Scottish 
metropolis, where a maiden sister of Captain Arundel, who 
was remarkably fond of Ellen, resided. 

But, as no retirement will conceal the charms of beauty, 
nor any circle, however confined, prevent the fame of accom- 
plishments from spreading beyond its limit, Mr Newton, a 
widower of independent fortune, not much past the prime 
of life, having been told of Ellen, resolved to visit the Arun- 
dels. All opportunity soon presented itself. The house 
which the ladies inhabited was advertised for sale; and, 
under pretence of an intention to purchase, he wrote Mrs 
Arundel, desiring to know when it would bo convenient for 
him to call; to which Mrs Arundel returned a polite an- 
swer, naming an early day. 

Mr Newton went; and, after he had viewed the house 
and gardens with the air of an intending purchaser, Mrs 
Ai’undel, desirous of cultivating the acquaintance of so 
distinguished a neighbour, asked him to stay tea; which 
being unhesitatingly accepted, he was introduced to the 
fair, the amiable, the still mourning Ellen. Prepared by 
the universal voice to admire, love was the immediate con- 
sequence of a visit, which he requested leave to repeat, in 
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terms with which civility could not refuse to comply; and 
a few weeks confirmed Mr Newton the ardent and the pro- 
fessed lover of Ellen. But her heart was still engaged; nor 
could she abandon even a hopeless passion. The character, 
the fortune, the unobjectionable person of Mr Newton, were 
urged to her, by her only friends, with such energy, but 
mildness, of persuasion, that, enforced by the declarations 
of her admirer, she was prevailed upon to promise him her 
hand, though not her heart; and a day was named for the 
celebration of their nuptials. 

The necessary preparations now engaged the attention of 
Mr Newton and the two matron ladies; whilst Ellen pas- 
sively yielded to the assiduities of her friends, and suffered 
the adornments of her person, and the intended provisions 
of settlement to be adjusted, without once interfering. 

A few mornings before the aj)pointed day, as Ellen was 
seated at breakfast with her mother and aunt, a note was 
put into her hands. She saw at a glance that it was from Mr 
Newton; and she immediately handed it across the table to 
Mrs Arundel, who read: — 

“Madam, — That your heart is not at all interested in 
the intended event, you have, with candour, frequently ac- 
knowledged to me. You will not, therefore, even wish to 
receive an aimlogy for my releasing you from an unsuitable 
engagement. 

“My long-lost son — my son whom I had for years re- 
signed to Heaven — is restored to me; and Providence, which 
has bestowed on me this consummate happiness, will not per- 
mit me to add to it a wish which concerns myself. He is 
young; he is amiable; and more worthy of your regard than 
I am. It is my sincere wish that he should become your 
husband. I shall, therefore, take an early opportunity of 
introducing him to you. 

“ My real name is not what you have hitherto considered 
it to be. I changed it when, on the supposed death of my 

IGO 
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BOB, I retii’cd from my usual place of residence to a distant 
part of the kingdom, to avoid the importunities of some 
worthless relations; hut, until I have the honour of disclos- 
ing to you in person my real name, I beg to subscribe my- . 
self. Madam, yours very truly, 

“ J. B. Newton* 

“ To Miss Ellen AriindeV' 

When this most extraordinary epistle was read, Ellen 
turned deadly pale, and would certainly have fallen to the 
ground, had not a young man entered through the window 
which opened out on the lawn, and caught her in his arms. 
He was followed by INIr Newton. 

“ Ellen,” exclaimed the latter, “behold my son!” 

The sorrowing girl cast her eyes upon the form of him who 
held her. 

“ jNIeredith!” she cried, and threw herself, weeping, upon 
his shoulder. Her tears were tears of joy. Little more re- 
mains to tell. Ellen Ai’undel gave her hand to the son on 
the very day which had been appointed for her nuptials with 
the father. 







OHATELARD. 

Soke time after the unfortunate Queen Mary had esta- 
bliahed her court at Holyrood, on her return from France, 
to ascend the throne of her ancestors, a stranger arrived at 
a certain tavern or hostelry, kept by one Goodal, at the 
foot of the Canongate of Edinburgh. The former had 
last come from Leith, where he had been landed from a 
French vessel some two or three hours previously. He 
was a young man, probably about three or four and twenty, 
tall and handsome in person, of a singularly pleasing coun- 
tenance, and of mild and exceedingly gentleman-like de- 
meanour. His lofty forehead and expressive eye bespoke 
the presence of genius, or, at least, of an intellect of a very 
high order; while his general manners indicated a refined 
and cultivated mind. There was marked, however, on the 
brow of the interesting stranger very palpable traces of 
saddening thoughts — his whole countenance, indeed, exhi- 
biting the characteristics of a deep and rooted melancholy: 
but it was of a gentle kind, and bore no likeness to the 
stern gloominess of disappointed ambition. His sadness 
was evidently a sadness of the heart — the result of some 
grievous pressure on its best and tenderest feelings and 
affections. 

After having partaken of some refreshment, the strangei 
desired a small measure of wine to be brought him. This 
order was executed by mine host in person; and, indeed 
from what afterwards followed, it seemed to have beer 
given with an express view to that result; for, on the land 
lord’s placing the wine before his guest, the latter requestec 
him, with great politeness of manner, to sit down and shar< 
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it with him; saying that he wanted a little information on 
two or three particular points. Mine host, seating .himself 
as desired, expressed his readiness to afford him any informa- 
tion of which he himself was possessed. Having thanked 
the former for his civihty, and pressed him, not in vain, to 
taste of his own wine, the stranger said— 

“ Is the queen, my friend, just now at Holyrood?’ 

He was answered in the affirmative. The querist paused, 
sighed, and next inquired if she walked much abroad 
what were the hours she devoted to that recreation- 
whether she was accompanied by many attendants on these 
occasions— and whether her ordinary promenade was a place 
easy of access. Having been informed on all these points, 
he again relapsed into thought, and again sighed profoundly. 
After a short time, however, he once more recovered him- 
self, and suddenly exclaimed, but more by way of soliloquy 
than inquiry — 

“ Is she not beautiful — ^transcendently beautiful?” 

Mine host, who was not a Uttle surprised by the abruptness 
of the question, and the enthusiasm of manner in which it 
was expressed, replied, that she surely was “ Just as bonny 
a creature as he had ever clapt co on a plump, sonsy, 
nice-looldn lass.” 

A slight expression of disgust, or rather of horror, at the 
homely terms employed by mine host in speaking of the 
beauty of the queen, passed over the countenance of his 
guest. It was, however, but momentary, and was not ob- 
served, or at any rate not understood, by him whose lan- 
guage had called it forth. 

Ay, beautiful is she,” went on the enthusiastic stranger, 
leaning back in his chair, and gazing on the roof, in a fit of 
ecstasy, and in seeming unconsciousness of the presence of 
a third party — “beautiful is she to look upon, as is the 
rising sun emerging from the purpled east; beautiful as his 
setting amidst the burnished clouds of the west; lovely as 
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the fiill moon hanging midway in her field of azure; grateful 
to the sight as the green fields of spring, or the flowers of 
the garden; and pleasant to the ear are the tones of her voice, 
as the song of the nightingale in the grove, or the sound of 
the distant waterfall.** 

Here the speaker paused in his rhapsody, continued silent 
for some moments, then suddenly returning, as it were, to 
a sense of the circumstances in which he was placed, he 
brought his hands over his forehead and eyes, as one reco- 
vering from an agony of painful and melancholy thoughts. 
Surprised by this extraordinary conduct of his guest, the 
landlord of the house began to conceive that he had got 
into the company of a madman; yet he marvelled much 
what description of madness it could he, since it was made 
evident only when the queen was spoken of — the stranger 
speaking on all other subjects rationally and composedly. 

“She walks not much abroad, you say, my friend T* said 
the latter, resuming the conversation which he had broken 
off to give utterance to the rhapsody which has just been 
quoted. 

“Very seldom, sh,” replied mine host; “for ye see she 
doesna fin hersel quite at hame yet ainaiig us; but she’ll 
come to by and by. I’ve nae doot.” 

“And she is not easy of access, you say — no chance of 
one being able to throw himself in lier way ^ ” 

“Unco little, I should think,” replied mine host, “unless 
she could be fa’n in wi’ gaun to the chapel to mass; for she 
still abides by thae abominations, for a’ John Knox can say 
till her.” 

A flush of resentment and indignation crossed the pale 
countenance of the stranger at the last expressions of the 
innkeeper, and he threw a glance at him strongly expressive 
of these feelings, but suddenly checked himself, paused for 
a moment, and then resumed his queries in the calm and 
gentle tones which seemed natural to him — 
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“ How likes she the country, know ye 9 ” 

“Indeed, I canna weel say,” replied mine host; I 
rather doot, frae what I hear, she’s no athegither reconciled 
tiirt yet. She thinks, I daursay, we’re rather a roughspuii 
set o’ folk — a wee thing coorse i’ the grain or sae.’* 

“Ay, that ye are, that ye are,” said the stranger, with 
more candour than courtesy, again throwing himself’ hack 
in his chair, and again beginning to rhapsodise as before. 
“ She is among yc — the beautiful, the gentle, the accom- 
plished, the refined — as a fawn amongst a herd of bears. 
She is in your vrild and savage land, like a lovely and tender 
flower growing in the cleft of a rock — a sweet and gentle 
thing, blooming alone in the midst of rudeness and barren- 
ness. Oh, uncongenial soil ! Oh, discordant association 1 
Dearest, cruellest, loveliest of thy sex ! ” 

If mine host was amazed at the first outpouring of his 
guest’s excited mind, it will readily be believed that it was 
not lessened by this second ebullition of fervour and pas- 
sion. He, in irnth, now became convinced that he was 
distracted; and, under this iiniDression, felt a strong deshe 
to be quit of him as soon as possible. With this view, he 
took an early opportunity of stealing unobserved out of the 
apartment — a feat which he found no difficulty in perform- 
ing, as his guest seemed ultimately so wholly wrapped up 
in his own thoughts, as to he quite unconscious of what was 
t ither said or done in his in'csence. Soon after mine host 
had retired, the stranger ordered paper, pen, and ink to be 
brought him. Tliey were placed upon his table, he himself 
the while walking up and down the apartment with mea- 
sured stride and downcast look, as if again lost in profound 
and perplexing thought; and at intervals the sound of his 
footsteps, thus traversing his chamber, was heard through- 
out the wdiole of the night. The stranger had slept none; 
he had not even retired to seek repose; but those periods 
dming the night — and they were of considerable length in 
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winch all was silent in his apartment, ® 
writing; and when morning came, the result of his lah . 
was exhibited in a letter, curiously, or rather fancifully, 
folded, tied with a green silk thread, si 

This letter was addressed on the back. To t 
trious Princess, Mary, Queen of Scotland. 

Having brought the proceedings of the strangei 
noint we will shift the scene to the sitting apartment o 
C..", ", H=., Witt. 

the young and lovely princess was, at the moment of wbmli 
we sneak engaged in working embroidery, and laughin„ 
and chatting with her attendants, amongst whom were two 
or three young French ladies, who had accoi^iammd hm 
from France. The queen and her maids weie thus em 
ployed, then, when the gentleman-usher, who stood at the 
door of the apartment, entered, and, with a low oheisance, 
presented a letter to the queen. It was the ^ame as that 
Ldressed to her by the stranger, and above refeued tm 
The queen took the letter, with a gracious smile, from the 
person presenting it, and, contemplating it for a mmen , 

before she opened it, with a look of pleased 

“This, sure,” she said, “is from none of our Scottish 

Bubjccts: the fold is French.” And she sighed. _ It has 
the cut and fashion of the Ullet doux of St Germains, and, 
she added, laughing, “ the precise flavour, too, I deolaie. 
Put I should know this handwriting, she went on, i 
liave seen it before. This, how-cver, will solve the mys- 
tery.” And she tore the letter open, and was instantly 
employed in reading it, blushing and smiling by turns, as 
she proceeded with the perusal. When she had done, 
“Maria,” she said, raising her eyes from the paper, aiic 
addressing one of her French ladies, “who, think you, is 
this letter from 1 ” 

“ I cannot guess, madam,” replied the young lady ap- 
pealed to. 
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“Do try,” rejoined Mary. 

Nay , indeed, I cannot,” said the former, now pausing 
111 her work, and looking laughingly at her mistress. ' “ Per- 
haps from the Count Desmartine, or from Dufour, or 
Dubois.” 


No, no, no,” replied the queen, laughing; “neither of 

these, Maria; but I will have compassion on your curiosity, 

and tell you. Would you believe it ?— it is from Chatelard! 
the poet.” 

‘ I’epeated the maiden, in amazement, 
hat in all the earth can have brouglit him liere 1 ” 

Nay, I know not,” said the queen, blushing, for she 
guessed, or rather feared, the cause. “But read, and judge 
foi yourself, ^ she added, handing her attendant the letter, 
which contained a very beautiful laudatory poem, full of 
passion and feeling, addressed to herself, and which the 
writer concluded by requesting that he might be permitted 
to form part of her court; delaring that it would be joy 
iiiexpiGssible to him to be near her person — he cared not in 
how mean a caiiacity. The having opportunities of seeing 
and serving her, he said, would reconcile him to any degra- 
dation of rank to any loss, save that of honour. 

In trutli, very jirctty verses,” said the lady-in-waiting, re- 
turning tlic poem to the queen; “but, methinks, somewhat 
over-bold.” 


“ Why, I do think so too, Maria,” replied Mary. “ Chate- 
lard rather forgets himself; but poets, you know, have a 
license, and I cannot be harsh to the poor young man. It 
would be cruel, ungenerous, and unworthy of me.” 

“ But what say you, madam, to his request to be attached 
to your court?” 

Beally, as to that, I know not well what to say, indeed,” 
rejoined the queen. “Chatelard, you know, Maria, is a 
gentleinan, both by birth and education. He is accom- 
plished in a very high degree, and of a graceful person and 
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pleasing manners, 

Lurt; but, I fear me, be ,, ,ong-tbat 

tions— for he is a child o 1 

„,,M i.,a bi«u 

xne. StiU, I y ho wa promise to con- 
sult, so prettily prefened, > reserve in all mat- 

r “« 1. 

ri?xi I «•. •• *» 

^^H^ing the queeii; now addressing the ladies 

"'d”* 

InSSyverto^’urloining 'these 

tics. He is handsome, accomplished, and a poe , 

!r adics I have warned you-be on your guard. Ken, 
ihe “rolled out to a page in waiting, “ go to the hojel .7 

it C been sent, that we desire to see him forthwith. Let 

him accompany you, Ken’. nnv^elves 

Tlic page instantly departed; and we will ^ 

of his short absence on this mission, to say ne J 
Chatelard was- what was his object lu coming to fte Sco - 
tish com-t-and of what nature were the fears which the 

Gueen expressed regarding him. n , v 

^ Chatelard, then, was a young French gentleman of ra , 
of rare accomplishments, and a poet of very consideiable 
excellence. His seeking to attach himself to Mary s com , 
was the result of a violent and unhappy attachment to hei 
person; and her fears for him, proceeding from a suspicion 
of this attachment, were, that he would commit hims^ j^y 
some rash expression of his feelings. She displeased 
with his presumptuous love, yet found she could not, as a 
woman, but look on it with pity and compassion and lieiico 
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c isposition to treat with kindness and affability its un, 

ti tpT Prudence, indeed, would certainly have dic- 

tated another course than what Mary pursued with Chafe- 

‘ 1 , m thus admitting him to her presence; but Mary’s 

error here was an error of the heart, and more to be regret- 
tecl than blamed. 


In a short while after the messenger had been despatched 
wiih the invitation to Ghatelard, the door of the queen’s 
^lartment was thrown wide open, and that person entered. 

is bow to the queen was exceedingly graceful; and not 
ess so, tliougli measured with soinpulous exactness in their 
expression of deference, were those he directed to her ladies. 
Chatelarcl s couiiteiiaiice was at this instant suffused witli a 
blush, and it was evident he was under the excitement of 
highly-aptated feelings; but he lost not, for a moment, nor 
111 the slightest degree, his presence of mind; neither did 
these feelings prevent him conducting himself at this in- 
terview with the most perfect propriety. • 

Chatelard,” said the queen, after the ceremonies of a 
first salutation were over, ‘‘ I perceive you have lost none 
of your cunning in the gentle craft. These were really 
i3retty lines you sent me — choice in expression, and melo- 
diously arranged. I assui’e thee it is a very happy piece.” 

“ How could it be otherwise, madam,” replied Chatelard, 
bowing low, “with such a subject?” 

Nay, na}^ said Mary, laughing and blushing at the 
same time, “I am no subject, Chatelard, but an anointed 
queen. Thou canst not make a subject of me.” 

Chatelard now in turn blushed, and said, smiling, “ Yom’ 
wit, madam, has thrown me out; but, avoiding this play 

on words, my position is good, undeniable. All men ac- 
knowledge it.'’ 


“Go to— go to, Chatelard— thou wert ever a flatterer. 
But tis a poet’s trade. Thou art a dangerous flatterer, 
however; for thou dost praise so prettily that one cannot 
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nnr hp witli thce, cveii when 

gnsiiect thy smcerity, nor be ang^ w ^ ^ 

thou I Lnlc the sooner 

tirLtter, for the safety of these fair maidens’ hearts, a^ 
your own peace of mind, which a longer 
daneer Our chamberlain will provide thee with suitab 
apartments, and see to thy wants. M^k ^he add® 
laimhin-ly, “we retain thee in our service iii the capacuy 
of L p°ort-of court poet-a high and honourable appoint- 
ment- and thy reward shall be the smiles and approbation 
of tli’esc fairLlies-thc beauty of all and each of whom 
cxncct thou wilt forthwith embalm in immortal veise. 

"otal’S, bowing. ... aW *. 

oiiccn a-ain addressing him, said, “We will send for thee 
mnin in the afternoon, to bear us company for awhile, when 
thou wilt Y-lcasc bring with thee some of thy newest and 

''‘r^is'^hig l^cp sense of the honour proposed lobe coii- 
roiid on hil of the queen’s kind condescension, and avow^ 
in- his devotedness to her service, Ohatelard withdrew, an 
was provided with the promised apartments by the expie 
orders of Mary herself. To these apartments we shall fol- 
low the enthusiastic but audacious lover. On being 
alone, Chatelard again fell into one of those reverms wine i 
wc have already described, and again launched into that 
strain of extravagant adulation which, on another occasion, 
we represented him as indulging in. Again he compared 
Iilary in his incoherent ravings, to everything that is oeau- 
tiful in earth, sea, and sky; but comparing her to these only 
that he might assert how far she surpassed them. Iheie 
were mingled, too, with his eulogiums, on this occasion, ex- 
pressions of that imprudent passion which subsequently at 
once urged him to commit the most daring oircnces, and 
blinded him to their consequences. Poor Chatelard s rav- 
ings, in the instance of which we are just speaking, w-ere 
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unconsciously uttered; but they were unfortunately loud 
enough to arrest the attention of the domestics, who were 
passing to and fro in the lobby into which the door of his 
apartment opened. These, attracted by his rapturous ex- 
clamations, listened, from time to time, at his door, and 
were highly amused with the rhapsodies of the imprudent 
poet. The latter, becoming more and more vehement, and, 
in proportion, more entertaining, the domestics finally ga- 
thered in a cluster around the door, to the number of six or 
eight, and, with suppressed laughter, overheard all that the 
excited and unguarded inmate chose to utter. That, how- 
ever, was so incoherent, or at least of so high-flown a cha- 
racter, that the listeners could make nothing of it; and, as 
they could not, they immediately concluded it to be non- 
sense, and the speaker a madman. But there came one to 
the spot, at this unfortunate moment, who, with sharper 
intellect and more apt comprehension, at once discovered 
the meaning that lurked under the florid language of the 
poet’s ill-timed soliloquies. 

While the servants were crowded around the door of 
Chatelard’s apartment, too intent on their amusement to 
notice the approach of any one, another party, we say, had 
advanced to within a few paces of where they stood. Here, 
with his arms folded across his breast, he had remained 
observed for several seconds, gazing with a look of surprise 
and displeasure on the merry group assembled around the 
poet’s door. He was, however, at length discovered, vrhen 
the knot of listeners instantly broke up in the greatest hurry 
and alarm. 

How now,” exclaimed the unexpected intruder — a per- 
son of about thirty years of age, of rather slender form, of 
cold and haughty demeanour, and austere countenance — 
‘‘How nowT’ he exclaimed, in a voice whose tones were 
naturally severe — “ what means this idling?— what do ye all 
here, knaves, in place of attending to your duties?’^ 
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Instead of answering this question, the terriaeddoinesti^ 
were now endeavouring to make off in all directions, hut the 
querist’s cmiosity, or perhaps suspicion, havmg been excited 

by what he had 

by calling on them, in a voice of increased seventy and vehe- 


mcncc, to stop. , , 

“ Come hither, Johnstone,” he exclaimed, addressing one 

of the fugitives—" I must know what you have been all 
about.” And, without waiting for an answer, “ Who occu- 
pies this apartment?” he inquired, pointing to that in whic 

was Chatelard. , . 

“ And please ye, my lord,” replied J ohnstone, bowing wi.ih 

the most profound respect— “ ane that we think’s no very 

wise. He’s been bletherin awa there to himsel, saving yer 

honour’s presence, like a bubbly-jock, for this half-hour 

back, and wc can neither mak tap, tail, nor mane o’ what 


he’s say in.” 
“What! a 


madman, Johnstone?’ said the Eail of Mur- 


ray the queen’s half-brother, for it was no less a personage; 
then hurriedly added, “Who is he?— what is he?— where is 


he from? — when came he hither?” 


The man answered categorically 

“ I dinna ken, my lord, wha he is; but, frae the thinness 
o’ his chafts, I tak him to be ane o’ your French laun-loupers. 
He cam to the palace about twa hours syne.” 

The earl’s curiosity was now still further excited, and, 
without saying a word more, he drew near to the door of 
Chatelard’s apartment, and became also an auditor of the 
poor poet’s unguarded language; but not such as it was in 
the case of the listeners who had preceded him; to him that 
language was perfectly intelligible — at least to the extent 
him of Ghatelard s ambitious love. To IMurray 
this was a secret worth knowing; and, in the hope that ho 
might discover this attachment to be reciprocal, and thus 
acquire an ad.ditional influence over the queen, his sister, 
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at the expense of her reputation, he considered it a sittga- 
larly fortunate incident. Perhaps he expected that it would 
do even more for him than this: that it would eventually 
help him to the accomplishment of certain daring views to- 
wards the crown itself, of which he was not unsuspected. 
Whether, however, he was able to trace, in distinct and de- 
finite lines, any consequences favourable to himself from the 
fact which had just come to his knowledge, it is certain ho 
was pleased with the discovery, and considered it as an im- 
portant acquisition. That he viewed it in this light, indeed, 
was evident even by his countenance, cautiously guarded as 
its expressions ever were. 

On being satisfied of the fact of Ohatelard’s attachment to 
the queen, he withdrew from the door with a look and brief 
expression of satisfaction, and went directly in quest of the 
chamberlain. On finding whom — 

<‘So, Mr Chamberlain,” he said, ‘‘we have got, I find, 
another animal added to our herd of fawning, drivelling 
courtiers. Pray, who or what is he, this person who has 
taken up his quarters in the northern gallery, and by whoso 
authority has he been installed there?” 

“ By the queen’s, my lord,” replied the chamberlain. “ I 
have had express and direct orders from the queen herself, 
to provide the gentleman with apartments in the palace, and 
to see to his suitable entertainment.” 

“ Ah, indeed,” said the earl, biting his lip, and musing 
for a moment. “ By her own express orders !” he repeated. 
“ It is very well.” Then, after a pause— “ Know ye this 
favoured person’s name, Mr Chamberlain? 

“ Chatelarcl,” replied the latter. 

“ Chatelard ! Chatelard 1” repeated the earl, mechanically, 
and again musingj “ why, I think I have heard of that gal- 
lant before. He is one of those triflers called poets, rae- 
tl links— a versifier, a scribbler of jingling rhymes. Is it not 
so?” 
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« I have heard the queen Bay so, my lord,” rephed the 
chaml'erlain. “ She has spoken of him in my hearing as a 

*^‘\h! the same, the same,” said the earl; “hut how ob- 
tained he access to the queen, know ye?” , , „ , 

“ Through his own direct application, my lord. He att- 
dressed a poetical epistle to her majesty, I understand, from 
Goodal’s hostelry, where he had taken up his quarters in the 
hrst place, requesting permission to wait upon her. 

“ And it was granted ? ” interrupted the earl. 

“ It w'as, my lord; and he has already had an audience. 

“ Ah ! so !” said the earl, without yet betraying, or having, 
during any part of this conversation, betrayed, the slightest 
emotion or symptom of the deep interest he took in the com- 
munications which were being made to him. Know >e, 
he went on, “ if that favour is to be soon again conferred on 

him? When will he again be admitted to the presence? 

“ That, my lord, rests on the queen’s pleasure; but I hear 
say that he is to attend her again this evening in her sitting 


“ So, 80 ,” said the earl, nodding his head, as he uttered 
the y/ords. And, turning on his heel, he walked away with- 
out further remark. 

From the officer with whom he had just been speaking, 
the Earl of Murray carefully concealed the motives which 
had prompted his inquiries, but determined, henceforth, to 
watch with the utmost vigilance the proceedings of the 
queen and Chatelard, until some circumstance should occur 
that might put them both fairly within his power. Un- 
aware of the dangerous surveillance under which he ^yas 
already placed, it was with a delight which only he him- 
self perhaps could feel, that Chatelard received, in the 
evening, the promised invitation from the queen to attend 
her and her ladies in their sitting chamber. The invitation 
was conveyed in some playful verses an art in which IMaiy 
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excelled written on embossed paper. The eRthnsj^stie 
poet read the delightful lines a thousand times over, dwelt 
with rapture on each word and phrase, and finally kissed 
the precious document with all the eagerness and fervour 
of a highly-excited and uncontrollable passion. Haying in- 
dulged in these tender sensibilities for some time, Ohate- 
lard at length folded up the unconscious object of his ado- 
ration, thrust it into his bosom, took up a small portfeuille, 
covered with red morocco leather, gilt, and embossed, the 
depository of his poetical effusions, and hurried to the 
apartment of the queen, where he was speedily set to the 
task of reading his compositions, for the entertainment of 
the assembled fair ones; and it is certain that on more than 
one of them the tender and impassioned manner of the 
bard, as he recited his really beautiful verses, added to his 
highly prepossessing appearance and graceful delivery, made 
an impression by no means favourable to their night’s re- 
pose. It would, however, perhaps be more tedious than 
inteiesting to the reader, were we to detail all that passed 
on the night in question in the queen’s apartment; to record 
all the witty and pleasant things that were said and done 
by the queen, her ladies, and her poet. J3e it enough to 
say, that the latter retired at a pretty late hour; his im- 
prudent passion, we cannot say increased — for of increase it 
would not admit — but strengthened in its wild and ambi- 
tious hopes. 

From that fatal night, poor Chatelard firmly believed 
that his love was returned — that he had inspired in the' 
bosom of Mary a passion as ardent as his own. Into this 
unhappy error the poet’s own heated and disturbed imagi- 
nation had betrayed him, by representing in the light of 
special marks of favour, occurrences that were merely the 
emanations of a kind and gentle nature- — thus fatally mis- 
led by a passion which, if notorious for occasioning ground- 
less fears, is no less so for inspiring unfounded liopes. 
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Such, at any rate, was its effect in the case of Chatelard on 
the night in question. On gaining his own chamber, he 
flung himself into a chair, and spent nearly the whole ot 
the remainder of the night in the indulgence of the wildest 
and most extravagant dreams of future bliss; for, m the 
blindness of his passion and tumult of his hopes, he saw no 

dangers, and feared no difficulties. 

From this time forward, Chatelard’s conduct to the queen 
became so marked and unguarded in various particulars, as 
to excite her alarm, and even to draw down upon the of- 
fender some occasional rebukes, although these were at 
first sufficiently gentle and remote. Nor did the impru- 
dences of the infatuated poet escape the cold, keen eye of 
INIurray. He saw them, and noted them; but took care to 
wear the semblance of unconsciousness. It was not his 
business to interrupt, by hinting suspicions, the progress of 
an affair which he hoped would, on some occasion or othei, 
lead to consequences that he might turn to account. Feel- 
ing this, it was not for him to help Chatelard and the queen 
to elude his vigilance, and defeat his views, by discovering 
what he observed, and thus putting them on their guard. 
This was not his business; but it was his business to lie 
concealed, and to spring out on his quarry the instant that 
its position invited to the effort. Coldly and sternly, there- 
fore, he watched the motions of Chatelard and his sister; 
but was little satisfied to perceive nothing in the conduct 
of the latter regarding the former which at all spoke of the 
feelings he secretly desired to find. As it was impossible, 
liowcver, for the earl personally to watch all the move- 
ments of Chatelard, he looked around him for some indi- 
vidual of the queen’s household whom he might bribe to 
perform the duties of a spy; and such a one he found 
amongst the attendants whom Mary had brought with her 
from France, of which country he was also a native. The 
name of this ungrateful and despicable wretch, who under- 

161 
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took to betray a kind and generous mistress, wheneyer 
he should discover anything in her conduct to betray, 
was Choisseul — a man of pleasing manners and address, 
but of low and vicious habits. Without any certain 
knowledge of his character, or any previous information 
regarding him, the Earl of Murray’s singular tact and 
penetration at once singled him out as a likely person 
for his purposes. On this presumption, he sent for him, 
and, cautiously and gradually opening him up, found 
tliat he had judged correctly of his man. 

“ Choisseul,” he said, on that person l)eing ushered 
into his presence, “ I have good reason to think that 
you are one in whom I may put trust; and, in this as- 
surance, I have selected you for an especial mark of my 
confidence. Do you know anything of this Chatelard, 
wlio has lately come to court 1 ” 

“ I do, my lor’. He is countryman of my ovti.” 

‘‘ So I understand. Well, then. I’ll tell you what it 
is, Choisseul : I believe the fellow has come here for no 
good — I believe, in short, that he has designs upon the 
queen. Now, my good fellow, will you undertake to 
ascertain this for me ] Will you watch their proceed- 
ings, watch them narrowly, and give me instant infor- 
mation of anything suspicious that may come to your 
knowledge — and ye shall not miss of your reward?” 
added the earl, now opening a little desk which stood 
before him, and taking from it a well-filled purse. 

Choisseul, with many bows and grimaces, readily 
undertook to play the knave, and, with still more, took 
the price of his knavery, the purse already alluded to, 
which the earl now handed him. 

Now, Choisseul,” said Murray, just before dis- 
missing the miscreant, “I may depend on you'l” 

Mine honneur,” replied the Frenchman, placing his 
hand on his breast, with a theatrical air, and howingto the 
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ground as he pronounced llie words— “ Je suis votre ser- 

viteur till die.” ^ ^ ^ 

“Enough,” said the earl, wavinghis hand asa signal to 

liim to retire; “be vigilant and prompt in communicating 

with me when you have anytbingof consequence to say.” 

Choisscul again bowed low, and left the apartment. In 
the meantime^ the gallant, accomplished, but imprudent 
Chatelard, hurried blindly along by the impetuosity of 
his passion, and altogether unsettled by the intoxicating 
belief that his love was returned — a belief which had now 
taken so fast a hold of his understanding that nothing 
could loosen it— proceeded from one impropriety to 
another, till he at length committed one which all but 
l)i-onght matters to a crisis ; and this was avoided only by 
its having escaped the vigilance of Choisseul, and having 
been compassionately concealed by the queen herself. 

On retiring one night, early in February, 1563, to her 
sleejiing a[)artmeiit, INI ary and her attendants were sud- 
denly alarmed by an extraordinary movement in a small 
closet or wardrobe, in which was kept the clothes the 
queen was in the habit of daily using. The maids would 
liavc screamed out and fled from the apartment, but were 
checked in both these feminine resorts by observing the 
calm and collected manner of tlieir mistress, in which 
there was not the slightest appearance of perturbation. 

“ Ladies, ladies,” she exclaimed, laughingly, as her 
attendants were about to rush out of the room, “what a 
pretty pair of heroines ye are ! Shame, shame! ye surely 
would not leave your mistress alone, in the midst of such 
a perilous adventure as this. Come hither,” she added, 
at the same time stepping tow^ards her toilet, and taking 
up a small silver lamp that burned on i*}, ‘‘and let us 
see who this intruder is — whether ghost or gallant.” 

Saying this-her maids havingreturned, reassured by her 
intrepidity — she proceeded, with steady step, tow^ardsthe 
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susj^ected closet, seized the door by the handle, flung it 
boldly open, and discovered, to the astonished eyes of her 
attendants, and to her own inexpressible amazement, the 
poet Ohatelard, armed with sword and dagger. For some 
seconds the queen uttered not a syllable; but a flush of in- 
dignation and of insulted pride suffused her exquisitely 
lovely countenance. 

‘‘ Ohatelard,” she at length said, in a tone of calm severity, 
and with a dignity of manner becoming her high state and 
lineage, “ come forth and answer for this daring and atro- 
cious conduct, this unheard-of insolence and presumption.” 
Ohatelard obeyed, and was about to throw himself at her 
feet, when she sternly forbade him. 

“I want no apologies, presumptuous man,” she said — 
“ no craving of forgiveness. I want explanation of this in- 
famous proceeding, and that I demand of you in the pre- 
sence of my attendants here. Know ye not, sir,” she 
went on, “that your head is forfeited by this offence, and 
that I have but to give the word, and the forfeit will be 
exacted?” 

“ I know it, I know it,” exclaimed Ohatelard, persisting 
in throwing himself on his knees; “ but the threat has no 
terrors for me. It is your displeasure alone — fairest, bright- 
est of God’s creatures — that I fear. It is ” 

“Peace, Ohatelard,” interrupted Mary, peremptorily. 
“What mean ye by this language, sir? Would ye cut 
yourself off from all hope of pardon, by adding offence upon 
offence? Rise, sir, and leave this apartment instantly, I 
command you; I will now hear neither explanation nor 
apology.” 

“Then, will you forgive me?” said Ohatelard; “will you 
forgive a presumption of which ” 

“I will hear no more, sir,” again interrupted the queen, 
indignantly. “ Begone, sir ! Remain another instant, and 
1 give the alarm. Your life depends on your obedience.” 
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And l^Iary placed her hand on a small silver bell, from 
which had she drawn the slightest sound, the poet’s doom 
was sealed, and she would have rung his funeral knell. 

Chatelard now slowly rose from his knees, folded his arms 
across his breast, and with downcast look, but without 
uttering another word, strode out of the apartment. When 
he had gone, the queen, no longer supported by the excite- 
ment occasioned by the presence of the intruder, flung her- 
self into a chair, greatly agitated and deadly pale. Here 
she sat in silence for several minutes, evidently employed 
in endeavouring to obtain a view of the late singular occur- 
rence in all its bearings, and in determining on the course 
which she herself ought to pursue regarding it. 

Having seemingly satisfied herself on these points 
“ Ladies,” she at length said— these ladies were two of 
her Maries, Mary Livingstone and Mary Fleeming— ‘‘ this 
is a most extraordinary circumstance. Rash, thoughtless, 
presumptuous man, how could he have been so utterly lost 
to every sense of propriety and of his own peril, as to think 
of an act of such daring insolence % ” 

‘‘Poor man, I pity him,” here simply, but naturally 
enough, perhaps, interrupted Mary Fleeming. “Doubt- 
less, madam, you will report the matter instantly to the 
carl 1 ” 

“Nay, Mary, I know not if I will, after all,” replied the 
queen. “ I perhaps ought to do so; but methinks it would 
be hardly creditable to me, as a woman, to bring this poor 
thoughtless young man to the scaffold, whither, you know, 
my stern brother would have him instantly dragged, if he 
knew of his offence; and besides, ladies,” went on the queen, 
in whose gentle bosom the kindly feelings of her nature had 
now completely triumphed over those of insulted dignity 
and pride, “ I know not how far I am myself to blame in 
this matter. I fear me, I ought to have been more guarded 
in my conduct towards this infatuated young man. 3 
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should have kept him at a greater distance, and been more 
cautious of admitting him to familiar converse, since he 
has evidently misconstrued our affability and condescen- 
sion. There may have been error there, you see, ladies.’* 

Yet,” said Mary Livingstone, “ methinks the dar- 
ing insolence of the man ought not to go altogether 
unpunished, madam. If he has chosen to misconstrue, 
it can be no fault of yours.” 

Perhaps not,” replied Mary. “As a queen, I cer- 
tainly ought to give him up to the laws ; but as a woman 
I cannot. Yet shall he not go unpunished. He shall 
be forthwith banished from our court and kingdom. 
To-morrow I shall cause it to be intimated to him that 
he leave our court instantly, and Scotland within four- 
and- twenty hours thereafter, on pain of our highest 
displeasure, and peril of disclosure of his crime.” 

Having thus spoken, and having obtained a promise of 
secresy regarding Chatelard's offence from her two attend- 
ants, Mary retired for the night, not however, quite as- 
sured that she was pursuing the right course for her own 
reputation, in thus screening the guilt of the poet ; but 
nevertheless determined, at all risks, to save him, in this 
instanceat least, from the consequence of his indiscretion. 
On the following morning, the queen despatched a note to 
Chatelard, to the purpose which we have represented her 
as expressing on the preceding night, and, in obedience to 
the command it contained, he instantly left the palace, but 
in a state of indescribable men tal agitation and distraction; 
for in the determination expressed by the queen he saw at 
once an end to all his wild hopes, and more unendurable 
still, an assurance that he had wholly mistaken the feel- 
ings with which Mary regarded him. We have said that 
Chatelard obeyed one of the injunctions of the queen — 
that was, to leave the palace instantly. He did so ; but 
whether he conformed to the other the sequel will show. 
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Two days after the occurrences just relate^ Mary set 
out for St^ Andrew’s ; taking the route of the Q^eens- 
ferry.and sleeping thefii-st night at Dunfermline, and the 
seJ^d at Burntisland. On the evening of her arrival at 
the latter place, thequeen, fatigued byherjourney, whi 
iaVb^a polonged by hunting and hawking, retired 
early to heLpartment. Here she had not been many 
minutes, when the door was thrown suddenly open, and 

Whi Ta^S in,’ Cbatelard ! ” 
the utmost indignation and astonishmen . 
means this, sir 1 How have you dared to intrude your- 
self again into my apartment ? ” ^ nx. i a 

Without making any reply tothissalutation, Chatelai d 

threw himself on his knees before the queen, and, seizing 

the skirtof hcrrobe.imploredlierpardonforhis presurnp- 

tion ; adding, that he had been impelled to thissecond in- 
trusion solely by a desire to explain to her the motives o 
his former conduct, which, he said, had been wrongly in- 
terpreted, and to bid her farewell before he went into 
the banishment to which she had doomed him. 

“Rise, sir, rise,” said Mary; “I will listen to no ex- 
planations forced on me in this extraordinary manner. 

I desire that you instantly quit this apaidment. ihis 
repetition of yonr offence, sir, I will neither bear vvi i 
nor overlook. Rise, I command you, and begone . 

Instead of obeying, the infatuated poet not only per- 
sisted in remaining in the position he was in, but, 
still keeping hold of the queen’s robe, began to speak 
the language of passion and love. The queen endea- 
voured to release herself from his hold, and w^ in 
the act of attempting to do so, when the door of the 
apartment, which Chatelard had closed behind him, 
was violently thrown open, and the Earl of Murray 
entered. Having advanced two or three steps, he stood 
still, and, folding his arms across his breast, looked 
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sternly, but in silence, first at the queen, and then at Ohate- 
lard; keeping, at the same time, suflSciently near the door 
to prevent the escape of the latter, in case he should make 
such an attempt. Having gazed on them for some time 
without opening his lips, but with an ominous expression of 
countenance — 

Well, Sir Poet,” he at length said, addressing Chate- 
lard, with cold deliberation, “ pray do me the favour to en- 
lighten me as to the meaning of your having thus intruded 
yourself into the queen’s apartment. Why do I find you 
here, sir, and wherefore have I found you in the position 
from which you have just now risen? Pray, sir, explain.” 

I came here, my lord,” replied Chatelard, with firmness 
and dignity, to take leave of Her Majesty before returning 
to France, for which I set out to-morrow.” 

An ironical and incredulous smile played on the stem 
countenance of Murray. ‘‘ A strange place this, methinks, 
and a strange season, for leave-taking; and yet stranger than 
all the language in which I just now heard you speak. You 
are aware, I presume, sir,” he added, “ that you are just now 
in the queen’s sleeping apartment, where none dare intrude 
but on the peril of their lives. But probably, madam,” he 
said, now turning to the queen, without waiting any reply 
to his last remark, “ you can explain the meaning of this 
extraordinary scene. * 

“ You had better, my lord,” replied Mary, evasively — for 
she was still reluctant to commit the unfortunate poet — 
“ obtain what explanations you desire from Chatelard him- 
self. He surely is the fittest person to explain his own con- 
duct.” 

“ True, madam,” said IMurraj^ sneeringly, ‘‘ but I thought 
it not by any means iinx^robable that you might be as well 
informed on the point in question as the gentleman him- 
self.” 

“ Your insinuation is rude, my lord,” replied the queen. 
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haughtily; and, 
walked away to 


without vouchsafing any other remark, 
the further end of the apartment, leaving 


the earl and Chatelard together. j • j 

Murray now saw, from the perfectly composed and inde- 
pendent manner of the queen, that he could make out no- 
thing to her prejudice from the case before him, nor ehcit 
the slightest evidence of anything Uke connivance, on the 
part of Mary, at Ohatelard’s intrusion. Seeing this, he de- 
termined on proceeding against the unfortunate poet with 
the utmost rigour to which his imprudence had exposed him, 
in the hope that severity would wring from him such con- 


fcssions as would implicate the queen. 

Having come to this resolution — “ Sir,” he said, address- 
ing Chatelard, “ prepare to abide the consequences of your 
presumption.” And he proceeded to the door, called an at- 
tendant, aud desired him to send the captain of the guar 


and a party to him instantly. 

In a few minutes, they appeared, when the earl, address- 
ing the officer just named, and pointing to Chatelard, desiied 
him to put that gentleman in ward; and the latter was im- 
mediately hurried out of the apartment. When the guard, 
with their prisoner, had left the queen’s chamber, the eail 
walked up to Mary, who, with her head leaning pensively 
on her hand, had been silently contemplating the proceed- 
ings that were going forward in her apartment. 

'‘‘Madam,” said Murray, on approaching her, “I think 
you may consider yourself in safety for this night, at^ any 
rate, from any further intrusion from this itinerant versifier; 
and 'it shall be my fault if he ever again annoys you or any 


one else.” 

“What, brother!” exclaimed Mary, in evident alaim at 
this ambiguous, but ominous hint — “you will not surely 
proceed to extremities against the unfortunate young 

man ^ ” 

“ By St Bride, but I will though,” repbed Murray, angrily. 
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“ Why, madam, has not yonr reputation as a woman, 
and your dignity as a queen, both been assailed by this 
insolent foreigner, in the daring act he has done 1 ” 

“Nay, my lord,* replied the queen, haughtily, “me- 
thinksit will take much more than this to affect my reputa- 
tion. I indeed marvel much to hear you speak thus, my 
lord. My dignity, again, can be debased only by mine 
own acts, and cannot be affected by the act of another.” 

“Nevertheless, madam,” rejoined her brother, “ye 
cannot stop slanderous tongues; and I know not how the 
world may construe this circumstance. Both your hon- 
our and station require that this presumtuous knave 
suffer the penalty of his crime in its utmost rigour. 
What would the world say else “? Why, it would have 
sus} icions that ought not for an instant to be associated 
witli the name of Mary Stuart.” 

“ But you will not have his life taken, brother!” said 
Mary, in a gentle tone — subdued by the thoughts of the 
severe doom that threatened the unfortunate gentleman, 
and placing her hand affectionately on the earl’s arm as 
she spoke. “ Can ye not banish him forth of the realm, or 
imprison him — any thing short of death, which, methinks, 
would be, after all, hard measure for the offence ?” 

“You have reasons, doubtless, madam,” said the earl, 
coldly and bluntly, “for this tenderness.” 

“1 have,” said Mary, indignantly ; “but not, my lord, 
such as you would seem to insinuate. My reasons are, 
humanity and a feeling of compassion for the misguided 
and unhappy youth.” 

“ Chatelard shall have such mercy, madam, as your 
Majesty’s Privy Council may deem him deserving of,’ 
replied the eai-1, turning round on his heel, and quitting 
the apartment. 

On lea vin g the presence of the queen , the Pari of Mur ray 
retired to his own chamber where he was, shortly after. 
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waited u^on by Choisseul, who had been for some time 
watching his return. 

“ Ha, Choisseul ! art there said the earl, with an 
unusual expression of satisfaction on his countenance, 
on the former’s entrance. “Thou hast done well, friend : 

I found matters exactly as you stated, and am obliged 
by the promptness and accuracy of your information.” 

Vere liappy, my lor’, I am serve to your satisfac- 
tion,” replied Choisseul, bowing low. “ I vas vatcli 
Monsieur Chatelard as vone cat shall vatch vone leetle 

mice, and did caught him at las.” 

“ You did well, Choisseul, and shall be suitably recom- 
pensed. Dost know how the fellow camehere, and when?” 

“ He did come in vone leetle barque, my lor’ from 
over de riviere, on de todder side opposite. 

“Ah, so!” said the earl. “Well, you may now 
retire, Choisseul. To-morrow I shall see to your reward.’ 
Choisseul bowed, and withdrew. 

When he had retired, the earl sat down to asmall writing 
table, and, late as the hour was, began writing with great 

assiduity an employment at which he continued until he 

had widtten eightor te n different letters, each of consider- 
able length. These were addressed to various members of 
the Queen’s Privy Council in Edinburgh, and to some of 
the law officers of the crown. They were all nearly copies of 
each other, and contained an account of Chatelard’ s con- 
duct, with a charge to the several parties addressed to re- 
pair to St. Andrews on the second day following, for the 
purpose of holding a court on the offender, and awarding 
him such punishment as the case might seem to demand, 

O n the day succeed! ng that on which the occurrence j ust 
related took place, the queen and her retinue proceeded to 
St. Andrews, whither the prisoner Chatelard wasalsocar- 
ried; and, on the next again, the unfortunate gentleman 
wasbrou gilt to trial, the scene of which was an apartmeid 
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in the Castle of St Andrews, which had been hastily pre- 
pared for the occasion. In the centre of this apartment 
was placed a large oblong oaken table, covered with crimson 
velvet, and surrounded by a circle of high-backed chairs, 
with cushions covered with the same materiaL These were 
subsequently occupied by eight or ten persons of the Privy 
Council, including Mary’s secretary of state, Maitland of 
Lethington, who sat at one end of the table. At the oppo- 
site end sat the Earl of Murray; the prisoner occupying a 
place in the centre at one of the sides. During the inves- 
tigation which followed into the offence of Chatelard, the 
Earl of Murray made repeated indirect attempts to lead him 
to make statements prejudicial to the queen; urging him, 
with a show of candour and pretended regard for justice, 
to inform the court of anything and everything which he 
thought might be available in his defence, without regard 
to the rank or condition of those whom such statements 
might implicate. This language was too plain to be mis- 
understood. Every one present perceived that it conveyed 
a pointed allusion to the queen. Chatelard, amongst the 
rest, felt that it did so, and indignantly repelled the in- 
sinuation. 

“ I have none,” he said, “ to accuse but myself; nothing 
to blame but my own folly. Folly, did I say ? ” went on 
the fearless enthusiast; ‘‘it was no folly — it was love, love, 
love — all-powerful love — love for her, the noblest, the love- 
liest of created beings, for whom I could die ten thousand 
deaths. It was love for her who has been to me the breath 
of life, the light of mine eyes, the idol of my heart; around 
which were entwined all the feelings and susceptibilities of 
my nature, even as the ivy entwines the tree — the con- 
stant theme of my dreams by night; the sole subject of my 
thoughts by day. It has been hinted to me that I may 
blame freely, where to blame may serve me. But whom 
shall I blame ? Not her, surely, who is the object of my 
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idolatry-my sun, moon, and stars— my heaven, my soul, 
my existence. Not her, surely; for she is faultless as the 
unborn babe, pure and spotless as the snow-wreath in the 
hoUow of the mountain. Who shall maintain the contrary 
lies in his throat, and is a foul-mouthed, villanous slan- 

dcrcr*^^ 

Here the enthusiastic and somewhat incoherent speaker 
was abruptly interrupted by Maitland of Lethington, who, 
rising to his feet, and resting his hands on the low table 
around which Chatelard’s judges were seated, said, looking 

at the prisoner — 

“Friend, ye must speak to your defence, if ye woula 
speak at all. This that you have said is nothing to the 
purpose; and you cannot be permitted to take up the time 
of this court with such rhapsodies as these, that make not 
fur any point of your accusation. Think ye not so, my 
lords 'I ” he added, glancing aroimd the table. 

Several nods of assent spoke acquiescence. When Mait- 
land had concluded — 

“I have done, then, my lords,” said Chatelaid, bowing, 
and seating himself. “ I have no more to say.” 

A short conversation now took place amongst the pri- 
soner s judges, when sentence of death was unanimously 
agreed to, and he was ordered to be beheaded on the fol- 
lowing day, the 22d of February, 1563. 

On the rising of the court, the Earl of Murray repamed 
to the queen, and informed her of the doom awarded against 
Chatelard. Mary was greatly affected by the intelligence. 

She burst into tears, exclaiming— 

“ Oh, unhappy, thrice unhappy, countenance ! thou hast 

been given me for a curse, instead of a blessing the ruin 
of those who love me best that, by inspiring a silly pas 
sion, at once dangerous and worthless, will not permit one 
to remain near me in the character of friend ! My loid, 
my lord,” she continued, in great agitation, can y ou not. 
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will you not save tlie unhappy young man 1 I beseech 
thee, I implore thee, by the ties of consanguinity that 
connect us, by the duty ye owe to me as thy sovereign, 
to spare his life!’’ 

“ You know not what you ask, madam,” replied 
Murray, stalking up and down the apartment. How 
can his life be spared consistently with your honour ? 
Save him, and you will set a thousand slanderous 
tongues a-wagging. It may not, must not, be.” 

Mary herself could not deny the force of this remark, 
and, finding she had nothing to oppose to it, she flung 
herself into a chair, and again hurst into tears. In this 
condition the earl left her, to give orders respecting the 
execution of Chatelard on the following day, and to 
put another proceeding in train for obtaining that le- 
sult which he had aimed at on the trial of the unfoi- 
tunate young man. Sending again for Choisseul 

‘‘ Friend,” he said, on that person’s entering the 
apartment, I wish another small piece of service at 
your hands.” 

Choisseul bowed, and expressed his readiness to do 
any’ thing he might be re(][uired to do. 

“ I vas proud to discharge all de drops of my blood 
in your service, my lor’,^’ said the knave, with a pro- 
found obeisance. 

The earl carelessly nodded approbation. 

‘‘ To-night, then, Choisseul,” he went on, “you will 
repair to the dungeon in which Chatelard is confined. 
You will see him as a friend. You understand me 

“ Ah, well, my lor’, vere well.” 

“ Just so. Well, then, you will hint to him that you 
have reason to believe he might yet save his life by confess- 
ing a participation in his guilt on the part of the queen. 
Y^ou may add, though not as from me, of course, that I 
have no doubt of his having been encouraged to those 
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liberties for which his life is forfeited; and you .nay 
say that you know I feel for him, and would readily 
procure his pardon, if he would only give me a reason- 
able ground or pretext for doing so. by showing that 
there were others equally in fault with him. Do you 

entirely understand me, Ohoisseul?’ 

“ Entirely, my lor’,” rejilied the latter ; “bright, clear, 
as noonday at the sun.” 

« So, th"cn, return to me when you have seen Ohate- 
lard, and let me know the result,” said the earl. 

Choisscul once more withdrew, to perform the treacher- 
ous and knavish part assigned him. About midnight he 

soughtthedungeoii of bheunhaiipygentleman, and, having 

been admitted by the guards, found him busily employed 
ill writing; the indulgence of a lamp, with pen, ink, and 
paper, having, at his most earnest request, been afforded 
him. Indeed, these were more readily and willingly 
given than he was aware of. They were given in the 
ho])e that he would commit something to writing which, 
without his intending it, mightcompromise the character 
of the queen. But in this her enemies were disappointed. 

On Choisseul’s entering Chatelard’s dungeon, the lat- 
ter, as we have already said, was busily engaged in writ- 
ing. He was inditing a last farewell to the queen in 
verse. On this employment he was so intent, that he 
did not observe, or at least pay any attention to, the 
entrance of Ohoisseul, but continued writing on till he 
had completed his task, which now, however, occupied 
only a very few minutes. On finishing — 

“ ’Tis done,” he said, and threw down his pen with vio- 
lence on the table. “ These are the last notes of the harp 
of Chatelard. Ha, Ohoisseul ! ” he immediately added, and 


only now for the first time seeming conscious of that per- 
son’s presence ; “lam glad to see you, my countryman. 
Tills is kind. I thought there were none in this strange 
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land to care for me. But they shall see, Choisseul,” he 
added, proudly, “how a Frenchman and a poet can die. 
That is, boldly and bravely. He were no true poet whose 
soul was not elevated above the fear of death. I said, my 
friend,” he went on, after a momentary pause, and sighing 
deeply as he spoke, “that I thought there were none in 
this land to care for me, or to sorrow for me— and perhaps 
it is soj but there is one, Choisseul, whom I would not 
willingly believe indififerent to my fate. She surely, much 
as I have offended her, will say, ‘ Poor Chatelard ! * Nay, 
methinks I see a tear standing in that peerless eye, when 
she recalls the memory of her departed poet. That — that, 
Choisseul,” said the unhappy captive, with an enthusiasm 
which even the near approach of death had not been able 
to abate — “that would be something worth dying for !” 

Choisseul smiled. 

“You hold your life lightly, indeed, Chatelard,” he said, 
speaking in his native language, “ if you think its loss com- 
pensated by a woman’s tear.” 

“ Ah, Choisseul, but such a woman ! ” exclaimed Chate- 
lard. 

“Well, well,” replied the former, again smiling; “but 
you can have no doubt that she at least will regret your 
death. She loved you too well not to deplore your fate.” 

“ Did she % ” exclaimed Chatelard, eagerly, and with such 
a look of inquiry and doubt as greatly disappointed the as- 
serter. “You know who I mean, then; but how know ye 
that which you have just now said? Assure me that ye 
speak true, Choisseul, and I shall die happy.” 

“Ah, bah ! you know it yourself, my friend, better than 
I,” replied the latter. “No use in concealing it now,” he 
added, with an intelligent look. 

“Concealing what, sir?” said Chatelard, in a tone of 

mingled surprise and displeasm'e. 

“Why, the affection the queen entertained for you, re- 
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plied ChoisseuL “ We all know, my friend, you would not 
have done what you did, had she not encouraged your ad- 
dresses. And I’ll teU you what, Chatelard,” he went on, 
“ I have reason to believe that your life would yet be spared, 
if you would only show that this was so.” 

“ Ah, I understand you,” said Chatelard, with suppressed 
passion. “ If I will accuse the queen— if I will put her in 
the power of her enemies— her enemies will be obliged to 
me. In other words, I may save my life by sacrificing her 
reputation j and it would be little matter whether what I 
said should be true or not. Is it not so, Choisseul? ” Then, 
witliout waiting for an answer — “ Villain, devil that thou 
art,” he exclaimed, now suddenly giving full swing to the 
|)assion that liad been raised within him, *^how hast thou 
dared to come to me with such an infamous proposal as 
this? ]3idst tliink, most dastardly knave, that my soul was 
as mean as tliine own ‘i Begone, begone, ruffian ! Thy 
presence, thy breath, pollutes my dungeon more than the 
fetid damps that exhale from its walls — more than the 
noxious reptiles thatcrawlonitsfloor. Begone! begone, 
I say I ” And he seized the now trembling caitiff by 
the throat, and dashed him against the door of the cell, 
with a violence that instantly brought in the guards who 
were stationed on the outside. These, seeing how 
matters stood, hurried Choisseul out of the dungeon, 
and asain secured the door on its unfortunate inmate. 

On leaving Chatelard, Choisseul repaired to the 
Earl of Murray, but with infinitely less confidence in 
his looks and manner than on the former occasion when 
his villany had been successful. To the earl he 
detailed the particulars of his interview with Chatelard; 
not forgetting to mention the rough treatment he had 
received from the infuriated poet. 

“ Then he’ll confess nothing, Choisseul ” said 
Murray, when the former had done speaking. 

162 
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Not anything at all, my lor’. Dere is no hope ; for 
le make no more of dying than I do of taking voue 
eetle pinch of snuff.” 

Obstinate fool,” exclaimed the earl, evidently cha- 
grined and disappointed. Let him die, then ! Yon 
nay retire, Choisseul,” he abruptly added. 

Choisseul obeyed. 

‘'His execution, at any rate, shall be public,” said 
:he earl to himself, when the latter had left him. 

‘ Perhaps he may make some confession on the scaffold, 
ind it will be well to have it amply testified.” 

On the following day, Chatelard was led out to execu- 
don, when his gentleman-like appearance and noble bear- 
ng excited the utmost sympathy of the crowd. On 
iscending the scaffold, he pulled a small volume from 
lis pocket, opened it, and read aloud, with great dignity 
ind composure, Ponsard’s Hymn on Death. When he 
lad done, he turned towards that part of the Castle of 
^t Andrew’s where he supposed the queen to be, and, 
hissing his hand, waved a graceful adieu, exclaiming — 
' Farewell, loveliest and most cruel princess whom the 
vorld contains ! ” 

Having uttered these words, he laid his head, with 
'.be utmost composure, on the block, d'he axe of the 
ixecutioner fell, and the high-souled, accomplished, but 
enthusiastic Chatelard was no more. 
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CHRISTIE OF THE CLEEK. 

Though the records of history and everyday experience 
teach us thathuman nature, when pressed beyond certain 
limits by the force of stern necessity, loses all trace of the 
lineaments of the lord of the creation, and degenerates 
as far below the grade of brute existence as it is, when 
not subjected to any such power, above it; yet it is re- 
markable how determinedly mankind cling to a sceptical 
incredulity in regard to those facts which derogate, in a 
very great degree, from the dignity of the character of 
their species. The story of Christiecleek has been con- 
sidered by many as only fit for being, what it has been 
for five hundred years, a nursery bugbear, and yet it is 
narrated by Winton, one of the least credulous of histo- 
rians, was attended by circumstances rendering it highly 
probable at the time, and has been corroborated by 
instances oMvilised cannabalism, produced by necessity, 
in cases of shipwreck, of almost yearly occurrence. 

The united powers of war and famine, which have 
so often poured forth their fury on the devoted head 
of poor Scotland, at no time exhibited greater malignity 
than in the beginning of the reign of David II. For 
about fifty years, the country had scarcely ever enjoyed 
a year of quiet — with, perhaps, the exception of a short 
period of the reign of Bruce. Repeatedly swept from 
one end to the other by the invading armies of the 
Edwards, carrying the sword and the faggot in every 
direction, she was, on the very instant of the departure 
of the foreign foes (in all cases starved out of a burned 
and devastated land), laid hold of by the harpies of intes- 
tine wars. The strong resilient energies of the country 
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could have thrown off the effects of one attack, however 
severe and however protracted; but a series of incursions of 
the same disease, at intervals allowing of no time for recruit- 
ing her powers, produced a political marasmus— a confirmed 
famine — one of the most dreadful evils, including in itself 
till others, that ever was visited on mankind 

It would be difficult to draw a picture — because imagina- 
tion falls short of the powers of a proper portraitme — of the 
misery and desolation of Scotland at the time we have men- 
tioned. The land had got gradually out of cultivation, and 
the herds of black cattle and sheep, on which the people re- 
lied, in default of the productive powers of agriculture, had 
been either driven into England, or consumed by the myriads 
of soldiers of the English invading armies. Great numbers 
of tlie people, having nothing wherewith to allay the pangs 
of li linger, though they had plenty of money, quitted their 
country in despair, and took refuge in Flanders. Those who 
had no money to pay their passage, left their homes, and be- 
took themselves to the woods, where, to appease their ago- 
nies, they lay on the ground, and devoured, like the inhabi- 
tants of their sties, the acorns and the nuts that had fallen 
from tlie trees. In the want of these, the very branches were 
laid hold of and gnawed; and many poor creatures were 
found lying dead, mth the half-masticated boughs in their 
clenched hands. The only remedial influence that was ex- 
perienced, was the growth of dysenteries and other intestine 
diseases, which, produced by hunger and becoming epidemic, 
kindly swept ofi' thousands who would otherwise have died 
of protracted famine. 

At a wild spot near the Grampian Hills, a number of des- 
titute beings had collected, for the purpose of catching deer 
(a few of which still remained), to keep in the spark of life. 
They agreed to associate together, and divide their prey, 
which was dressed in a mountam cave, where they had as- 
sembled. Every morning they sallied forth, women and all, 
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on the dreadful errand of taking advantage of chance, in 
supplying them with any species of wild animals that came 
in their way, to satisfy the imperative demands of hunger. 
They got a few creatures at first, consisting chiefly of hares 
and foxes, and occasionally wolves, as ferocious and hungry 
as their captors; and such was the extremity to which they 
were often reduced, that they sat down on the spot where the 
animals were caught, divided the smoking limbs among their 
number, and devoured them without any culinary prepaia- 
tion. 

This supply very soon ceased— the animals in the neigh- 
l.ourhood having either been consumed or frightened away 
to more inaccessible places. The wretched beings, like 
others in their situation, had recourse to the woods for 
acorns; but the time of the year had passed, and no nuts 
v’cre to be found. Weakness preyed on their limbs; and 

veral of their number, unable longer to go in search of 
food, wliich was nowhere to be found, lay on the floor of 
the cavern in the agonies of a hunger which their stronger 
companions, concerned for their own fate, would not alle- 
viate. All ties between the members of the association 
V)Cgan to give way before the despair of absolute famine. 
They ceased all personal communication; silence, feeding 
on the morbid forms of misery called up by diseased ima- 
ginations, reigned throughout the society of skeletons, and 
liollow eyes, which spoke unutterable things, glanced 
til rough the gloom of the cavern, where a glimmering fire, 
on which they had, for a time, prepared the little meat 
they had procured, was still kept up, by adding a few pieces 
of wood from the neighbouring forest. No notice was taken 
( *f each other’s agonies, nor could the groans which mixed 
and sounded with a hollow noise through the dark recess, 
have been distinguished by the ear of sympathy; an occa- 
sional scream from a female sufferer who experienced a 
parnxysm of more than her ordinary agony, was only cap- 
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able of fixing tlie attention for an instant, till individual 
pain laid bold again of the tortured feelings. 

A. person of tbe name of Andrew Christie, a butcher, 
originally from Perth, had endeavoured, at first, to organise 
thcT society, with a view to save himself and his fellow- 
sufferers. He was a strong, hardy man; and., if any of 
the number could be said to retain a small portion of self- 
command, in the midst of the horrible scene of suffering 
vhich surrounded them, it was this man. He was still 
able to walk, though with difficulty, and continued to feed 
the fire, going out occasionally and seizing on grubs that 
were to be found about the mouth of the cavern. The 
others were unable to follow his example, and even he lat- 


terly was unfitted for his loathsome search. All were now 
nearly in the same predicament: agony and despair reign- 
ed throughout, to the exclusion of a single beam of hope of 
any one ever again visiting the haunts of man. At Chiis- 
tie’s side a woman ceased to groan ; an intermission of 
agony was a circumstance, and the only circumstance to 
be remarked. The thought struck him she was dead; he 
laid his hand upon her mouth to be assured of the fact; 
she was no more ! The dead body was a talisman in the 
temple of misery— in a short time, that body was gone ! 

The Rubicon of thestrongest of natural prejudices was 
passed, with the goading furies of hunger and despair be- 
hind A prejudice overcome is an acquisition of liberty, 
th on -h it may be for evil. The death of the womanhad saved 
t lienrall from death ; but the efficacy of the salvation would 
] iostpone a similar course of relief. Christie saw the pi e- 
dicamentof his friends, and proposed in the hollow, husky 
voice of starvation, that one of their number should die 
by lot, and that then, having recovered strength, they 
should proceed to the mountain pass and procure victims. 

This oration was received with groans, meant to be of 
ajiplause. The lot of death feU on another woman, who 
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Tom the ere", ^unl anlTtl- Such were the 

obsctiuics which Scotchmen, resigning the nature of man, 
amidlt unheard-of agonies, celebrated over the corpses 

TlmsUhing's reached the ears of government ; and an 
armed force was despatched to the hills to seizethe canni- 
bals. Severalof them were caught; but Christie and some 

otlicrscscav>cd,and werenevercapturech Thehonesof t eir 

victims were collected, and conveyed to Perth; where,upon 
being counted, it appeared that they had killed no fewer 
than thirty travellers. From these transac ions sprung 
that name, Christiecleek, which is so familial to the ears o 
Scotchmen. “Christiecleek ! Christiedeek i ’ became in- 

stantlvthe nationaliiursery bugbear. ISo chihlwou ciy 



280 


TALES OP THE BORDERS. 


after tlie charmed name escai)ed from the lips of the nurse; 
and even old people shuddered at the mention of a term 
which produced ideas so revolting to human nature, and so 
derogatory of Scottish character. 

Kow it is said that, some time after the performance of the 
dreadful tragedy we have narrated, an old man in the town 
of Dumfries, who had three children by his wife, quarrelled 
her often for the use of a term intended simply to pacify 
her children when they cried, but which he declared was 
too much even for his ears. He was a respectable mer- 
chant, had earned a considerable sum of money by his trade, 
and was reputed a most godly man, attending divine service 
regularly, and performing all the domestic duties with order 
and great suavity of manner. His neighbours looked up to 
him with love and respect, and solicited his counsel in their 
difficulties. His name — David Maxwell — was applauded in 
the neighbourhood, and he received great sympathy from all 
who knew him, in consequence of having, as was reported, 
lost an only brother among Christiecleek’s victims— a fact 
he had concealed from his wife, till her use of the name 
compelled him to mention it to her, but which afterwards 
came to be well known. 

The silence of the mother had, however, no effect upon 
the urchins, who, the more they were requested to cease 
terrifying each other by their national terriculamentum, 

Christiecleek,” the more terrible it appeared to them, and 
the more they used it. If they abstained from the use of 
the word in the presence of their parents, they were the 
more ready to have recourse to it in the passages of the 
house, and in the dark rooms, and wherever the dreaded 
being might be supposed to be. The pastime was general 
throughout Scotland: and David Maxwell’s children only 
followed an example which has been repeated for five hun- 
dred years. “ Christiecleek !— Christiecleek !” What Scotch- 
'nan has not heard the dreaded words 1 Time rolled on, and 
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the Misses MaxweU resigned their childish pastime for the 
duties of women. Their father had become a very old man; 
and the attentions which their mother could not bestow, 
were wilUngly yielded by the young women, who were re- 
marked as being very beautiful, as well as very good. Th y 
loved their father dearly, and looked upon their filial duties 
as willing tributes of affection. After they became intrusted 
with the secret, they substituted for the cry of their youth, 
which had given their father so much pain, pity for the 

brother of the victim of the execrated fiend. 

At last David Maxwell came to die; and, as he lay on Ins 
bed, surrounded by his wife and daughters, beseemed to be 
wrestling with some dreadful thought which allowed him no 
rest, but wrung from him, incessantly, heavy groans and 
muttered prayers. His wife pressed him to open his heart 
to her, or, if he was disinclined to repose that confidence in 
her when’ dying, which he had awarded to her so liberally 
during a long union, he should, she recommended, send for 
Father John of the Monastery of St Agnes, and be shrived. 
The daughters wept as they heard these melancholy stat^ 
ments, and the old man sympathised in their sorrow, which, 
seemed to give him additional pain. At last he seemed in- 
clined to be communicative, and, after a struggle, said to his 


wife — 

“ Wha is to tak care o’ my dochters when- 1 am consigned 
to that cauld habitation whar a faither’s love and an enemy’s 
anger are alike unfelt and unknown ? My effects will be 
sufficient for the support o’ my household; but money, with- 
out a guardian, is only a temptation to destroyeis and de- 
ceivers. If I could get this point settled to my satisfaction, 
I micht die in peace.” 

“ You never tauld me o’ yer freens, David,” said his wife 
— “a circumstance that has often grieved me. The hundieds 
o’ Maxwells in the Stewartry and in Dumfries-shire surely 
contain among them some relation, however distant; but my 
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uncle will act as guardian to our dochters, and ye liae 
tried his honesty.” 

“Yet I dinna want relations,” groaned the dying 
man. “ I hae a hriihery 

“A brither,” ejaculated the mother and daughter in 
astonishment ; “ was he no killed by the monster, 
Christiecleek, in the Highland cavern 

“ No,” answered David, with great pain.” 

“ Whar lives he, and what’s his Christian name % ” 
cried the wife, in amazement. 

“ Is it his Christian name ye ask 1 ” said the old man. 

“ Surely David,” replied the wife — “ his surname 
maun be Maxwell.” 

“ But it is not Maxwell,” said he, still groaning. 

“ Not Maxwell !” said the wife. “ What is it then 
Christie ejaculated David, with a groan. 

The mention of this name produced a strange effect 
on the minds of the wife and daughters, who, in the 
brother, saw (as they thought) at once the hated Chris- 
tiecleek, and found an exjdanation of the horror which 
David IN lax well had uniformly exhibited when the name 
was mentioned in his presence. They had at last dis- 
covered the true solution of what had appeared so won- 
derful ; and, having retired for a few minutes, to allow 
their excitement to subside, they, by comparing notes, 
came to the conclusion that their father, having been 
ashamed of his connection with the unnatural being, 
had changed his name, and dropped all intercourse 
with him ; but that now, when he was about to die, 
his feelings had overpowered him, and forced him to 
make the awful confession he had uttered. Pained 
and shamed by this newly-discovered connection, they 
were not regardless of what was due to him whose 
shame and grief had been even greater than theirs, 
and, accordingly, resolved to yield all the consolation 
ill their power to the good man who could not help 
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having a bad brotlier. On their return to the bedside, 
they found him in great agony both of mind and body. 

This brither, David,” said the wife, “I fear, is little 
worthy o’ your friendship, and the change o’ your name 
is doubtless, the consequence o’ a virtuous shame o the 
connection. But can it be possible that he is that man 
o’ the mountain cavern, whose name terrifies the bail ns 
o’ Scotian i, and maks even the witches o’ the glens 
raise their bony hands in wonder and execration 1 Tell 
us, David, freely, if this be the burden which presses 
Bae heavily on yer mind. Yer wife and dochters will 
think nae less o’ you for having been unfortunate; and 
consolation is never sae usefu as when it is applied to a 
grief that is nae langer secret. ^ The surgeon’s skill is 
o’ little avail when the disease is unknown. 

This speech, containing apparently the fatal secret, 
produced a great efi’ect upon the bedridden patient, who 
rolled from side to side, and sawed the air with his 
sinewy hands, like one in a state of madness. 

“We were speakin o’ guardians for my dochters,” said 
he, at last, “and I said I had a brither whase surname is 
Cliristie. You promised me consolation. Is this your 
comfort to a deein man 1 For twenty years I have 
hated the mention o’ that dreadfu name ; and now, when 
I am on my death-bed, speakin o’ curators for my bairns, 
ye rack my ears by tellin me I am the brither o’ Chris - 
tiecleek! Would Christiecleek be a suitable guardian for 
my dochters 1 Si)eak, Agnes— say if ye think Chris- 
tiecleek would tak care o’ their bodies and their gowd 
as wcel as he tended the victims o’ the Highland cavel” 

The wife saw she had gone tno far, and begged his 
pardon for having made the suggestion. 

“Ye will forgive me, David,”said she, *‘for the remark. 
1 h;\(‘dune ye great injustice ; for how is it possible to con- 
ed ve that sae guid a man could be sae nearly related to a 
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monster ? But ye hae to explain to me the change o’ 
name. How hae you and your brither different 
surnames ? ” 

“ Because^’ said the dying man, turning round, and 
staring with lacklustre eyes broadly in the face of his 
wife — “ because lam Christiecleek I ” 
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